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t T looks like no gee«t qovpUment to your Lar^ip, 
that I prefix your name to this epiftle ; wben, ii^ tha 
PrefiKc, I declare the book it publiilied almoft againft 
jny inclination. Bttt» in all cafes^ my Lq9?cI9 you have 
an hereditary right to ivhatcver may be ciUled mine* 
Many of the following pieces were written by ithe com- 
mbid of your excellent hshui and moil o£ the reft, 
under his*' prote^on and pttromigew 

The particular felicity of your birth, my:LOrd{ the 
nacuml endowments of your mindy which^ ^tKouc fuf- 
picion of flattervy Iinay tell you, are very great; die 
•good education with which thefe parts have been imr 
proved ; ' and your coming into the world, luid feeing 
men very eaily; make us. expe£t from your Lordlhip 
«11 the good, whidi our hopes can form in favour of a 
young nobleman. "** Tu Marcellus ens -— '' Our eyes 
and our hearts are turned on ^'ou. You jnuft be sl 
3udgc and mailer of polite learning ; a friend and patron 
TO men of letters and merit; a faithful and able coua« 
fcllor to your prince j a true ipattioc to yQur gov]Ltt«.s^ \ 
Vol. I. B ^»^ 
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an ornament and honour to the titles you pofTefs ; and, 
in one word^ a wcrdiy fon to the great Earl of Dorfet. 
It i; a^ ^J^^<>^ 9!^'¥^J¥^. nme r ^w^>(l^ut de- 
iiring to commend the perfon ; as it is to give him the 
comn^ndation^ which «his virtues defgrved. But £ 
alTuf^ myfelf/the moft agreeame compliment '1 can 
bring your Lordfhip, is to pay a grateful rerpe£^ to your 
iiitbec^s'jdeulory i 'and i(Ly\oMJiLi)6ltg«tians-^ 
fuchy that the world mufl pardon my endeavouring at 
his chara6l;er, however I may mifcarry in the attempt. 

. A^lMilfttfa &AiMndmma pm^ wet In dk cbr^ 
fittoii of 4ik gmtk fnatt^i ^a&d motatibuxtd so . ^niilbe 1dm 
iihl^ferTiHf <fafclM«l 'iM ^iVttmed^ The iigiire ei hSit 
hod^'VHS'^kMkgg propMtiiaahlei'keauttful:i andKmnr 
hit fftMit wtU 4iraMrii9'k<«MlibdeiAnre:thie {rafegiian 
tA^ti|P0(traiMJ4if 'Raflkafti■|^apf|»4K ontey'kfBate^iaare 
tM riT^lb :.Wiifk3^9tBSKnB£i.ofiu6 «m infaoMi 
men, they were appco||ditBg cfib jMUoduofj thd inhmt 
Btfs eif ^kld^d xiiom: tor 'Moa^mhiec to tfar piiQbn. 
Thek«^^«hiv/s«r :iiit-l90krand' gefiiice CaoMtfaijig.'thicat 
more cfltt^ conceived tinri idtfonlK^ $ thit glutted .vpofi 
yoti in his^vour^ Mm heipake onr word. Hit h^ 
JiaviMirwts. ufy aad fointef^ta all i but di^gotflM^l 
and ack^tod ta each nua in paiiseul«r» •ecordiag t(^ lu^ 
llatioB tod ^foahxy, .Hja «rtbty was fete Irom th» 
fonoalky af mk^ aad iM^ed dmmedutaly fcom hit 
good liilfflu 

Sttob wera the natoird £ie«ltiet and ftrsngtk of his 

^ mind, that ha bad occaTion to borrow very little front 

adacaiioai a^d he wmi thofe afhrantaget coUtowa 

good 
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good ptitSt which others acquire by fhidy .and imita< 
tion. Hit wit was abundanty nobk, bold* Wit in 
riDoft writers is like a fountain in a garden, fupplied by 
ieTeral ftfcains biought through artful pipeSf and play- 
IDS fomedmes agreeably* But tlie earl of Dorfet's was 
a^urce " fip g horn the topof a mountaini which forced 
its ovm way, and with incxhauflible fupplie? delighted 
and eniichfid the country through which it paiTcd. 
This extraoi:dinary genius was accompanied with fo 
true a judgement in all parts of fine learning, that, 
whatever fubje£k was before lum, he difcourfed as pro- 
perly of i(y as if the peculiar bent of lus Audy had been 
.applied that way: and he perfe£l;ed his judgement by 
reading and ^efliaag the bcft authorS| though he quoted 
them very feldom. 

^ CoBtemnebac potius litems, quam oeicicbat :^ 

and rather fecmcd to^raW his knowledge from his own 
ftpresy ijian to owe it to any foreign afllftance. 

The brightnefs of his parts, the folldity of his judge- 
xnent; and the candour and gcncrofity of his tcmijcr, 
diftingoilhcd him in an age of great politcncfs, and -41; 
a court abounding witli n^wn of tlie fined fcnfc and 
learning. The moft eminent mafters in their feverai 
ways appealed to his determination. Waller thought 
it an honour to cenfult him in the foftncfs and har- 
mony of his Ycrfe : and Dr. Sprat, in the delicacy and 
turn of his profc. Drydcn determines by him', under 
the chara6):er of Eugenius, as'to tlie laws of dramatick 
poetrj'. Butler owed i: to him, that the Court tailed his 
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Huclibras : Wycherley, that the Town likci his Plala 
Dealer : ind the late duke of Buckingham def^rrett Tb 
publiih his Rehearfal, till he was fure (as he expreiTed it) 
that my lord Dorfet ^ould not rehearfe upon 'him again. 
If we wanted a foreign teftimony ; La Fontaine and 
St..Evremond have acknowledged, that he WaV a perfe6): 
mafter in the beauty and finenefs of their language,' and 
of all that they call les Belles Letres. Nor was this 
nicety of his judgement confined only to books and 
literature ; but was the fame in ftatuary, painting, and 
all other parts of art. Bermini would have tal^en his 
opinion upon the beauty and attitude of a figure; and 
king Charles did not agree with Lely, that my lady 
Cleveland's pi£lure was finifhed, till it had the appro- 
bation of my lord Buckhurft. 

As the judgement which he made of others writings 
could not be refuted, the manner in which lie wrote 
will hardly ever be equalled. Every one of his pieces 
is an ingot of gold, intriniically and folidly valuable ; 
fuch as, wrought or beaten thinner, would ihine through 
a whole book of any other author. His thought was 
always new ; and the expreflion of it fo particularly 
happy* that every body knew immediately it could 
only be my lord Dorfct's : and yet it was fo eafy too, 
that every body was ready to imagine himfelf capable 
of writing it. There is a lii/lrc in his verfes, like that 
of the fun in Claude Lorrain's landikips: it looks na- 
tural, and is inimitable. His love-vcrfes have a mix* 
ture of delicacy and flrength : they convey the wit of 
J'ctronius in the fofincfs of Tibullus. His fatire indeed 

is 
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IS fo fevere)y pomted, that in it be appears, ^^hat ]^\s , 
gicat friead the earl of Rocbefter (that other ,px0<Ugy 
of the age) fays he was, 

« The beft good man, with the worft*natur'd mufc : *• 
yet even here,' ^hat chara6ler may juftly be applied tt> 
Wm, which Pcrfius ^ves of the beft writer of this kind 
diat ever lived, 

** Omne vafer vitium ridenti Flaccus amico 
^ Tangit, & admilTus circum prxcordia ludit :** 

and the gentleman had always fo much the better of the 
fatirift, that the perfons touched did not know where 
to fix their lefentments ; and. were forced to appear ra- 
ther aihamed than ai^ry. Yet fo far was this great 
author from valuing himfelf upon his works, that lie 
cared not what became of them, though every body 
elfc did. There are many things of his not extant in 
writing, which however are always repeated : like the 
vexfes and fayings of the antient Druids^ they retain an 
wuTerfal veneration, though they are preferved only by 



As ic is often feen, that thofe men who are lead qua- 
1i6ed for buiinefs love it moft; my lord Dorfet's cha* 
xaAer was, that he certsunly underilood it, but did not 
care for it. 

. Coming very young to the poffcffion of two plentiful 
eftates, and in an age when plcafure was more in falhion 
than bufmefs, he turned his parts rather to books and 
converfation, than to politicks and what more immc- 
di«tely related to the publick. But, whencvci x\\t U^^x^ 
B 3 ^t 
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of hk cbuittiy ddonsnxled Kisf- srfliitimee^ he ttMlj ek-i^ 
tewd itrto diemoft aifllnf pwts'of life ,- srwd u Ad crw cm 
the greatefl dangers, with a confttticy of Y(ii&d» v^ich^' 
fKewldy that he had not onljr read: the rattlt of pliilb- 
^9p^» bttcunderfiood th« pr«fticeof tliem. 

* In the firft Dutch wary.hc went a voluate^i; under the 
duke of York : his behaviour, during that campaign^ 
was fuch, as diflinguiihed the Sackville defcended fh>m 
that ^ildehrand of the name, who was one' of the 
greatefl captains that came into England wftb the Con* 
ciuercM". But hit making> a fomg- the nighc before the^- 
etigagemeitt (and it was oneof tiie pretticH; that cT«r 
wiS niade> oarrierWich it'lb.6diite:« ptedBiitero^. miiid^ 
and f«ch an unufual gallantry^ tfnlrit delbiires as maoh) 
to B«- recorded, as Alexamlct's. jdftii^ with his foidibre.. 
before he pafied the Granicusr-'; or. WUiiaai thoi Fiiibo£ 
Ovange, gmng orders over^nigbt for a battle, aad^ de*- 
flrifl^ t& beca4M ih tlieitioxiMig^ lefthe ibovld hopfna 
td dMp too long. 

FidM httco, durihg the mmaiiiiiig pait tS kitig' 
Charles's reign, he continued to live in honourabhl' In**- 
ihtii He W^ of the btd^ohiUMber to tto kidg, Imd 
pofieilbd not only his maOst's fa^or^ hue (in>«>gnMt 
degree)' hi«^ familiarity; hcvep ktYilig tfew court/ but 
when he was fcnt to that of France, on fomeiHoiir 
commiflions and embaflies of ooitipliment : as if die 
king defigned to fhew the French (wlio would bo^ 
thought the poHteft nation) that one of the 6ne(Vgtti*- 
clemen in Europe was liis fubjedt ; and that we had * 
5 princf 
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jAast ^fhir mnderfldbd fab wortk fo well^ H- Hot co 
ikifer hm m be loagi out tf hn yafcfence* , . . 

The fucceeding reign neither relifiidd my ldrd'8 wity 
Aor approved fuf mfltinis : fo he vstircd 8ko|gcther frOm 
eoart. Bui;, «t the irretnevable miftakes of that uti- 
hippy government went an ta threaten the nacton. with 
intedMDg more terribk tHiaa a Buti^ wary.hd thouf^hc 
k beeame hhh to refucnc the courage of his yOtith, tad 
oneeiwire to engagK hinUelf in defending the liberty o£ 
hitxoamtxy. He entered into the prince of Orange's 
HBeiteit; :tiid eatiiedr oa^ his part 6f that great enter* 
pile hen in Le^dMir-Mid under the: eye of the court, 
tMidi thtifam* itt(bluiion,af his frrendt-and f<llow-patriot# 
dM !ate chike of Devonfiiiie, did in open arms at Not- 
lia^um; till the dangers of thofe times <iicrtafed to 
eitxemityy and juft appvcfacnfiDrtf arofe for the fafbty of 
tknB frineefs) ouf prefeut gloriou* queen: then tlie eail 
of Doricc was though ti 'the pndperbft guide' of: her ne« 
ccflfary flight, aiiri tfaepedbn lixidfltr .wliofe^^puragc and 
din£iion the nfltio* niight moil fafitly truft a= charge fo 
p(eoiou»amliiiiip<MtdMC., .'"p :.. 

After the eiM>Mhnettt^cf their: late teaJelUes upon 
«)iethrM«> -thtn wsvYOom a^^ain at eOurt^ for men of 
my lord's chara^er. He had a part in .jii^-.qf>vi^c^h .of 
thiide prince^, a great^flHord mtbriri fnenflfhip, and all 
the marks of -diftinAidn with. U'hiidi a goOd govcrnr 
jnent could reward a patriot. He \V» made chambcr,- 
Jun of tlwir majedids houfcl^oUl ; a place which lie lo 
eminently adorned by the grace of his perfon, tlx; 
finencfs of lus breeding, and the knowledge and prac- 

B 4 xi^:.^ 
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iioc of what was decent and. magnificent, that he eeold- 
only be rivalled intheie qualifications by one great man, 
whtf has fince< held the fame ftaff. 

The lail honours he received from his Sovereign (ajid 
indeed they were the greateft which a fubjedk eouLd re-. 
eetve) were, that he was made knight' of the. garter* 
and coiiftituted one of the regents of the kjngdonk 
during his niajeft/s abfence. But his health, about 
that time, fenfibly -declining, and the public affiursnoe 
threatened by any imminent danger, he Itft the bufinefs 
to thofe who delighted more ia the fbtoof it, and ap« 
peaied only fometimes at council^ to ifaew his refpe£k 
to the commifikm j giving as much leifutre as he could 
to the relief of thofe pains with which it pleafed God 
to M\€t him j and indulging the refle^ons of a mind« 
that had looked through the world with too piercing an 
cya^ and was grown weary of the profpe^t^ Upon the 
whole, it may very juftly be £ud of thii great man, with 
regard to the publick, that through the couHe of his 
life he a6ked like an able pilot in a long voyage ^ con^ 
tented to (it quiet in the cabin,. when tlie winds were 
allayedy and she waters fmooth; hot vigilant and ready 
fa nfume the helm, when the Acum aroie, and the £itL 
grew tumultuous. 

I aik yoUF pardon, my Lood, if I look yet a little 
more nearly into the late lord Dorfet's charader i if I 
examine it not without fome intention of finding fault* 
and (which is an odd way of making a panegyric) iec 
bis blemiihes and imperfe^Uons in opca view. 

Tht 
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' The fire of his youth carried him to ferae exceiTet i 
bm they were accompanied with a mod lively invention^ 
aod tnie humour. The little violences and eafy midakes 
of a night too gayly fpent (and that too in the begin- 
ning of life) were always fet right the next day^ with 
great humanity^ and ample retribution. His faults 
brought their excufe witl\ them ; and his very failings 
had their beauties. So much fweetnefs accompanied 
what he faid^ and fo great generoiity what he did, that 
people were always prepodciTed in his favour : and it 
wu in hSt true, what the late earl of Rochefier faid 
in jeft to king Charles, that he did not know how it 
was, but my lord Dorfet niight do any thing, yet was 
never to blame. 

He was naturally very fubje^l to pafTion; huttlie 
Ihort guft was foon over, and fcrved only ;o fet,o£f the 
charms of his temper, when more compoTed. That 
very paiCon broke out with a force of wit, which 
made even anger agreeable : wliile it laded, he faid and 
forgot a thoufand tilings, which other men would have 
been glad to have dudicd and wrote ; but the impe* 
tuofity was corre£Ud upon a moment's refle^kiony and 
the meafure altered with fuch grace and delicacy, that 
you could fcarce perceive where the key was changed. 

He was very iharp in bis reflexions j but never in the 
wrong place. His darts were fure to wound ; but tliey 
were fure too to hit none, but thofc whofe follies gave 
him very fair aim. And, when he allowed no quarter^ 
he had certainly been provoked by more than common 
error; hymen's tedious and circumdantial recitals of 
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fhtir af&irt ;' or by cheir multiped queffibfis a&out lus 
«M'; by cxtt'cftit igtifkincc Md imjjCMttitiictf ,-^ of tbd 
mfxtoreof thefe, an ilf-judg^d and- ne^p^Mafingp chi- 
lly ; OTf hftly, by the two things whieh vr&re his utter 
jrv^rfiorty tRe ihiirmacioii of a ftfttoreiy and'chB ^ifpev 
of a tale-bearer. 

If therefore wc fct the piece irr kfr worft pofitioB^ H 
its' faults be moft expofed, tbe ibades Pnii ftilii appeal 
rtry ^finely joined with their lights,- aitti every itnpcifw 
hCdotk will br dirniArflied by die kiftr* of fomo aeigln 
bouring virtue. But, if we turn the gneat drawings and 
wonderful colourings to theiF true- light, tho wholo 
moflr appeitr beautifuly noble, admirable; 

He pofTeiled all thofe virtues, in tlie higlieft ddgveei 
Qpbh whieh the! pMafure of fociety^ and the happinefs 
of life depend : itAd K^^exer^Hod theift wisli eh« greateft 
decency, and beft manners. As good*>nlaturfe is faid, by 
i grtfat * author, to belong more particularly to the 
Englifh, than any other nation ; it may dgain be fjiidv 
that It belonged more particularly to* the hce carl of 
Dbrfet, than to any other Engliibman. 

A khid hufband he was, without foridnefs'i and aft 
JhduljgeHC ftrtier, without partiality. So extraovdmaiy 
good a mafter, that this quality ouglit indeed to have 
been numbered among hrs defcfts ; for he was often 
ferved worfe than became his (latiun, from his UowiUs 
ingnefs to aflTume an authority too fevere. And,- du- 
ring thofe little tranfports of paiiion, to which I juft 

* Sprat. 

now 



now fatcl lie wa) (libje^, t havtf known his ferrants get 
i«tD his way» that they might itMaie a merit of it im*' 
iMcliatelf after-; for he^ tiiat had the gcxx) fbrtuHe* to' 
br chid} w«s furs- o^ being rewarded for it. 

Hie taUe was one of the laft^ thtt ga^c tisr an exam- 
ple of the old botl(e^keepiRg' of an Englifh noble- 
nam A freedom reigned at if, which made erery one 
of hi» guefb think him&lf at luMne? and an abun— 
dnee, which ihewed lAitk the mafhir^ liofpitalicy ex- 
tended- to many more than thofe who bad the honour 
to fit atthe table \nth him. ' 

In his dealings with others ; his care and exaftnefsr 
that dreryraan flkrald have his due, was fuch, that ybu 
wmild think he had never fcen a court : the politcnefs 
aml'civilfty, with which this juftice was adminiflered. 
Would conviivce you he never had lived out of one. 

He wa? fo ftrift an obferver of his word, that no 
coniideration whatever could make him break it ; ycr 
fo cautious, left the merit of his a6t (hould arife from 
that obligation' only, tliat he 'ufually did the greateft 
fkvout^, without making any previous promife. Sor 
mviolable was he in his fricndfliip, and fo kinditt>thcr 
charader of Ihofc- whom he had once honoured with 
a more intimate acquaintance, that nothing lefs than a 
demonibration of fome effential fault could make him 
break with themj and then too, his good-nature did 
not confent to it, without the grcateft reluftance and 
difficulty. Let me give one inftance of this amongft 
many. Wlicn, as lord chamberlain, he was obliged to 
take the king's pcniion from Mr. Dryden, who had 
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J^iig'befbrel>ut hftrnfelf: out of s^ pollibiUty of receiviDfr 
any, favour from (he court; nny lord allowed him ai\; 
equivalent, out of his own efbate* : Hj>|weyer.difpleafe4 
with the con^u^ of his old acqyiaintance, he relieved 
his neceffities s and, while he .gave hhn his.aOiilance in 
private, in public he extenuated and pitied liis error. 

The foundation indeed of thefe excellent quali(iesy 
and the perfection of my lord Dorfet's chara£br, was 
that unbounded charity which ran through the wlu>le, 
tenour of his life, and iat as vifibly predominant over 
the other faculties of his foul, as ihe is faid to do in 
heaven above her fifler-virtues. 

Crouds of poor daily thronged his gates, expe£king 
thence their bread $ and were ilill lefiened by his fend* 
ing the mod proper objeC^s of his bounty to apprentice- 
Ihips or hofpitals. The lazy and the fick, as he acci- 
denully faw them, were removed from the fbreet ta 
the phyfician ; and many of them not only leAored to 
health, but fupplied with what might enable them to 
xefume their former callings, and make their future life 
l^ppy. The prifoner has often been rekafed, by my 
lord's paying the debt ; and tlie condemned has been 
laved, by his interceilion witli the fovereign, where he 
thought the letter of the law too rigid. To thofe whofe 
drcumflances were fuch as made them afhamed of their 
poverty, he knew how to beflow his munificence, with* 
out offending their modefly ; and, under the notion of 
frequent prefents, gave them what amounted to a fub- 
ilAcAce. Many yet alive know tliis to be true ; though 

he 



DEblCAtlOK. 'f| 

Be told it to none/ nor ever was inore uneafy tliin when 

' any one mentimied it to him. ' 

We may find, among the Greeks and Latins, Titrol* 

'his aad Gallus, the. noblemen that writ poetry $ Att« 

•gvikis and Maecenas, the prote6kors of leattaing; 
AriiUdeSy the good dozen ;- and Atticus, the well- 
hred friend-: -and- bring them in, as examples of my 

' lord' Dorfet^i wit, his judgement^ his jalHce, and his 
civiUty. Bat' for his charity, my Lord, we can fcaroe 
find a parallel in hiflory itfelf. ' . 

Titus was not mbre the ** deliciae humani generis,** 
on this aocovmt, than my lord Dorfet wi^. And, with- 
out any exaggeiMioh, that prinot did not do more godd 
in prop o rtion- out of the revenue of the Roman empire, 
than your father out of the income of a private eflatt. 

' Let this, my Lord, remain to you and your poftcrity a 
poiicilion for ever ,* to be imitated j and^ if pofCble, to 
be excelled. 

As to my own pardculary I fcarce knew what life 
was, fooner than i found myielf obliged' to his favouc; 
nor have had Teafon to feel, amy fonow Ui fcnfiblyat 
that of his deathr*- 

** 111c dies— <|uem femper acerbum 

** Semper honoratum (ficDrvoluiftis) habcbo.* 

£neas could not reflet upon the lofs of his own 
father with greater piety, my Lord, than I mufl recall 
the memory of yours i and, when I think whofe Ton I 
am writing to, the lead I promife myfelf, from your 
goodnefs, is an UQintsirniptcd continuance of favour, and 



juftice intitle myfelf, I fend your LordiUp a xledicauaiiy 
jK»(;fiiled witbra loi^g, detail : of y<mr praifes, . jbut with 
j[f^ fincarcft \K4Aies:. 4^t y^u iaf^y ii^ferve tbqip j th|U: 
.]^ou fluif employ .|liofe:Axtro<)rdi|Mffy.pam ^n^ abiJitiiM, 
•Vrith which JK^avAn has bleiTed ryoiu U> ^i« hoUQm ^ 
•jWUr^ ftioily^^iiie |)giljfit «f !youffi6ie|k(Gkb a^d tbe.gocid 
irgf your p(wui|«y^,(tly»t.«il ypur gj^ops 'Xwy^^M gr6#» 
•jOfMy-^d j^ipi^i fa^hra^ Aay:U:U thei iWOicW whoie iiqm 
and whofe fucceflbr you ^^ . . 1. : r . . ■- '.-rr 
\ -Wihat^I sow'ofier to your LpiwUiip 7^ a collie^ion 
-fffpof^lffyj a J«nd.frf;g»cl<ind-,<^~fP9dT|«ill. :^f ai\y 
ijvfifetrofimy. wria«|;iholUd^9j^|iearit),pri^^^ an^- 

,^berAaasi(e#Brij«4^0|i^ig(; thi^ that of iwJS^ of .Poricr, 
.ficQfi^e «Mght ^MlQpqft .thiirn.4l«t tq;h^ ^j^^v^i^. Huive 
ftL\xAifid<Kiy ^^ dody if ^ie,posm« pvp«e the divcf- 
r^Q^iOf ibme qf yj^-ymthfiil h-o^mh a^.they hare been 
occafionally the amufement of fome of n^jjiei ;and;I 
kikwkAy hmpCf dufi^jas I ouy iten^tftor bindupmy fuller 
iAaffJUkd iay ifeiDC' piccesf 4xf a* Mevy ^iSnent natujre 
e^thfttpoodwft.cf-.iny foKitt-jihiAea) atiyttur Lfwd^p's 
feety I ihall engage your more- -ietkutt wGii&k^ - 
happy, if in all my endeavours i may contubyte to 
yqiir delightyor to yopr i^ru<^ibn." 

I aYn, with all duty and relpe^l, 
' ily<f*«rd, 

* ' ' Vour LoneWiip's ♦ 

'. moft obulionCt and 

moft humble fcnrant, 

MAT. PRIOR. 
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^H£ greateft part of what I li^ve written haviA[t 
been drqady publKhed, either Kingly or in fome .'of 
& libieeHani^s^ it would 'be tod late for me Ito mak^ 
tnf- cxcuTe for appearing in print. But a colle£tion of 
fioems has lately appeared under my ha^e^ thoUg& 
without my knowledge, in which the publifhcr has 
given me the honour of fome tkingsthat did not belong 
to me ; and has transcribed others (o impcrfc£Uy, that 
I hardly knew them to be mine. This has obliged me« 
in my own defence, to look back upon (bme of thofe 
lighter (ludies, which I ought long fmce to have quit- 
led ; and to publiih an indifferent collection of poems» 
for fear of being tlraught the author of a worfe. 

Thus I beg pardon of tlie publick for re-printing 
Come pieces, which, as they came fingly from their fifft 
impreilion, have (I fancy) lain long and quietly in 
Mr. Tonfon's (hop ; and adding others to them, wliich 
were never before printed, and might have lain as 
quietly, and perhaps more fafely, in a corner of my 
own (hidy. 

The reader will, I hope, make allowance for their 
having been written at very diflant times, and on very 
different occafions ; and take them as they happen to 
dome. I\iblic panegyricks, amorous odes, ferious re« 
AedUonSi or idle ules, the produdt of his leifure hours. 
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who had bufmefs enough upon his hands, and was onl^ 
a poet by accident. 

I ow^myfoK mu(^ obligtd to Mrs. S^gcr, who has 
given Vine leave' to pirint a palloral'of her writing ; that 
ppcin having prociuced the verfes immediately foll^ytdng 
it. I wiih (be might be prevailed with to publifli foda 
othei; pieces of that kind, in which tlie roftnefs of hei: 
feX| and the fincncfs pf her genius, confpirc to give 
her a very diAinguifhing chara^er. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

T M U ST help my preface by t poftfcript, to tell the 
* reader that there is tea years diftancc between n^ 
writing one and the other ; and that (whatever I tliought: 
then, and have fomewhere faid, that I would publiih no 
more poetry) he will find fcvcral copies of verfcs fcat- 
lered through this edition, which were not printed in 
the hrft Thofe relating to the publick lUnd in the 
order they did before, according to tlu; feveral years in 
which they were written ; however the difpofition of 
our national atiairs, the anions or the fortunes of fome 
men, and the opinions of others> may have changed. 
Pxofe and other human things may take what turn they 
can; but poetry, wliich pretends to have foroething o£ 
divinity in ir, is to be more permanent. Odes once 
printed cannot well be altered, when the author hat 
jdready faid that lie cxpe^ls his works Ihould live for 
ever : and it had been very fooliih in my fiiend Horace, 
if, fome years after his ** Exegi Moniimentum," he fhould 
hare defired to fee his building taken down again. 

The Dedication likewife is re-printed, to the earl of 
Dorfet, in the foregoing leaves, without any alteration ; 
though I had the faired opportunity, and the ftrong<;{l 
inclination, to have added a great deal to it. The 
blooming hopes, which I faid the world expe£^cd from 
xny then very young patron, have been confirmed by 

Vol. L . C xuq'^^ 



i8 POST SCRIPT. 

moft noble and diftinguifhcd firft-fruits ; and his life 4s 
going on towards a plentiful harvefl: of all accumulated 
virtues. Ht has, in fafl:,. exceeded whatever the fond- 
xiefs of my wiflies could invent in his favour : his 

. equally, good and beautiful lady enjoys in him an indul- 
gent and obliging hufband; his children, a kind and 

. careful father ; and his acquaintance, a faithful, 'gene- 
rous, and polite friend. His fellow-peers have attended 
to the perfuafion of his eloquence j and have been con* 

^ vinced by the folidity of his reafoning. He has, long 
^tice, deferved and attained the honour of the garter. He 
has managed fome of the greateft charges of the^king-* 
dom with known ability ; and laid them down with entire 
difintcreffmerit. And as he continues the cxercifes of 

r thefe eminent virtues (which that he may to a very old' 
age, ihall be'my perpetual wifh), he may be one of the 

: tfreateft men that our age, or pollibly our nation, has 
br«d; and leave materials* for a.panegyrick, not un- 
i(/tlrt1iy Ae pen of fome future Pliny. 

iFrotn fo noble a fubje£l as the earl of Dorfet, toioi 
mcfan a one as myfelf, is. (I confefs) a very pindarid 
trtniition : I ihall only fay one word, and trouble thcf 
reader no further. I puBliihed my, poems formerly, as 
Monfieur Jourdain fold his filk : he wouM not be 
thought a tradcfmanj but ordered fome pieces to be 
ijacafured out to his particular friends. Now;^I give np 
my Ihbp, and difpofe of all my poetical goods at once r 
I inuft thiercfore defire, that the publick would pleafe 
to take tbem in tKe grofs ; and diat. every body -woukl 
xurn dter t^Uarfae^deis not like. 
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By Mr. P R 1 O R, 

tSxSxJfoc^5o^c53o5:c^ 

^ On Exodus iii. 1.4. *^ I am that I am.'* 

AN O D E. 

* Written 1688, as an Exercife at St. John's College,' 
Cambridge. 

-I. 

Tyi A N ! foolifh man ! 

Scarce know'ft thou how thyfelf beg«n 7 
' Scarce haft thou thought enough to prove thou art j 
Yet, ftecVd with ftud/d boldnefs, thou dar'll try ^ - 
-To fend thy doubting reafon's dazzled eye 
Through the mylitfrious gulph of vaft immen(ity. 
Much thou caftft there difcern, much tlicnoc impart* 
Vain wretch !' fupprefs thy knowiftg^'pride ; 
^^ortify thy learned luft. 
Vidn arc. thy thovghts, ivhilc thpii thyfclf art ^\i(k. ■* 
C i W\l«^- 
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II. 

Let wit her failsi her oars let wifdom lend ; 
The helm let politic experience guide : 
Yet cfeafe to hope^hy fhort-liv'd bark (hall ride 
. Pown fpreading fate's unnavigable tide. 

What though dill it farther tend. 

Still *tis farther from its .«nd ; 
Andy in the bofom of that boundlefs fea, 
^tUl finds its error lengthen with its way. 

m. 

With daring pride and infolent delight, 
Your doubts refolvM you boall, your labours crown'd^ 
And, *'e T P H K A ! yoar God, forfooth, is found. 
-Incomprehenfible and infinite. 
But is he dierefore found ? Vain fearcher ! no : 
Let yosr imperfe6fc definition fhow, 
That nothing you, the weak definer, know. 
IV. 

Say» why (hould the coll6£bd main 

Itfelf within itfelf contain r 
Why to its caverns ihould it foxnetifnes creep^ 

And with delighted iilence deep 
On the- loT'd^bofom of its parei^t deep ? 

Why (hould its numerous waters (lay 
In comely difcipHn^, and fair array. 
Till windS'.and tides exert their high cooujniind:! 

Then, pron»pt. and ready to obey, 

Why do die rifing furges fpread 
Their opening ranks o'er eardi's fubipiflive h^ad, 
Jk^archiog tjirough different paths to dif&reat lands ? 

V. Why 
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V. 

Why docs the confbnt fun 
With meafur'd ftcps his radiant journies run ? 
Why does he order the diurnal hours, 
to leave earth's other part, and rife in ours > 
Why does he wake the correfpondent moou. 
And fill -her willing lamp with liquid light, 
Comtnihding her with delegated powers 
To beautify the world, and blefs the night > 

Why does each animated (lar 
Love die juft limits of its proper fpheic ? 

Why does each confenting fign 

With prudent hartnohy combine 
in turns to move, -artd fubfequent appear. 
To gird the globe, and regulate the year ? 

VI. 
Man does with dangerous curiodty ^ 

Thefe unfathomM wonders try : 
With fancied rules and arbitrary laws 
Matter and motion he reflrains ; 
And lludied lines and fi£lious circles draws ? 

Then witbimagizr'd fovereignty 

Lord of his new hypothecs he reigns. 

He reigns : how long? "till feme ururjTcr rife 5 

And he too, miglity thoughtful, mighty wife. 

Studies new" lines, and other circles feigns. 

From this lad toil again what knowledge flows ? 
Jdft as much, perhaps, as ihows 
That all his prcdeccfTor's rules 

Were empty cailt, all jargon of the fchools j 

C 3 ^W 
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That he on toother's ruin rears his throne ; 
And ihows his friend's miflake^ and thence confirms his 
own. J . . 

vif." 

On earth, in air, amidft the ftas and Ikies, 
Mountainous heap's of wonders rife ; 
Whofe towering flrength will ne'er fubftiit 
To reafon's batteries, oV the mines of wit : " 

Yet ftill enquiring, ftill niiftaken man, 
Each hour repuls'd, each hour dares onward prefs j' 
' And, leveling at God his Pandering gueft 
(That feeble engine of his reafoning war, 
Which guides his doubts, and combats his defpiir) j 
I^aws to his Maker the learn*d wretch can give : 
Can bound that nature,., and prefcribe that Will, 
Whofe pregnant word did either ocean fill : 
Can tell us whence all beings are, and how they move 
and live. 
Through either ocean, fooli/h man ! 
That pregnant word fent fbnh again. 
Might to a world extend each atom there ; 
For every drop call fonh a fea, a heaven for every flar. 
VIIL 
Let cunning earth her fruitful wonders hide ; 
And only lift thy ftaggering reafon up 
To trembling Calvary's aftonifh'd top ; 
Then mock thy knowledge, and confound thy pride. 
Explaining how Perfe£Hon fufFcr'd pain, 
Almighty languifli'd, and Eternal dyed : 
JJow by her patient vi6lor death was flain j 
And earth prophsmW, yet blcfs'd, wkU Dcicide. 
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THen dowA with all jchy beaded volumes, down r - 

Only referve the Sacred One.: 
Low, reverently low, 

Make thy ihibbom knowledge bow $ 
Weep out thy Rcafon's and thy body's eye« j 

Deje6fc thyfelf, that thou mayil rife ; 
To look to Heaven, be blind to all below. 

JX. 
Then Faith, for Reafon*s gUmm^ring light, ihall jglfr 

Her immortal perfpe^vc ; . . * 

And Grace's prcfcnce Nature's lofs retrieve s , .. 
Then tliy enlivep'd foul toll fee, 
That all the volumes of Philofpphy, 
With all their comments, never could invent, . 

So politic an indrument. 
To reach the Heaven of Heavens, the High Abode, ,' 
Where Mofcs places hi? .myfterious God, 
As was the ladder whicJi old Jacob rear'd, 
When light divine had human darknefs clear'd.i 
And his enlairg'd ideas found, the roi^d. 
Which Faith had di^bted, and Angels trod. 

Confiderations on Part of the 88th P s a l m# . 
A college: exercise. 1690. ' 

L 
TT E Ay Y, O Lord, on me thy judgements lie, 

Accurft I am> while God rejefts my cry. 
0*eTwhelm*d in darknefs and dcfpair I groan ; 
And every place is hell ; for God is gone.. 

C 4 o\ 
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O ? Lordy arife, and Itt thy beams controul 
Thofc horrid clouds, that prcfs ray frighted foul : 
Save the poor wanderer from eternal night. 
Thou that art ftc God of Light. 

n. 

Downward J. haften to my deftm'd place ; 
There none obtain thy aid, or (ing thy praife. 
Soon I ihall lie in death'» deep ocean drown'd : 
Is mercy there s O' fweet forgivcnefs found ? 
O jfavc me yet, whilft on the brink I ftand ; 
Hebidke the-ftorm, and waft my foul to land* 
O let her reft beneath thy wing fecure. 

Thou that art the God of Power* 

in. 

Behold the prodigal ! to thee I come. 
To httl my father, and to feek my home. 
Nor refuge could I find, nor friend abroad^ 
Straying in vice> and deOitute of God. 
O let thy terrors, and my anguifii end! 
Be thou ray refuge and he thou my friend t 
Receive the fon thou didft fo long reprove. 

Thou that art the God of Love. 

To the Rev. Dr. F. Titr n e r, Kihop of E li 
who had advifed aTranflation of Prxjdentius. 

IF poets, ere they cloathM their infant thought^ 
And the rude work to juft perfe6tion brought. 
Did ftill fome god, or godlike man invoke, 
Whofe mighty name tf^ir facred iiknct broke : 

Yoi 
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Tmt goodheft. Sir, will ea(i]y exeufry 

The bold requdls of an afpiring Mufe ] 

Who, ^th yowr blcffing would your aid implorry 

And in her weaknefs juftify your power.— 

Prom your fair pattern ihe would fUive to write. 

And with unequal fbength purfue your flight ; 

Yet hopes, ihe ne'er can err that follows you. 

Led by your Meft commands, and great example too* • 

Then fmiling and afpiring influence give,. 
And make the Mufe and her endeavours live s 
Claim all her future labours as your due. 
Let every fong begin and end with you : 
So to the blefl retreat fliell gladly go, 
Where the Saints' palm and Mufes' laurel grow j 
Where kindly both in glad embrace (hall join. 
And round your brow tlieir mingled honours twine $ 
Both to the virtue due, which could excel. 
At much in writing, as in living well.— 
So fliall ihe proudly prefs the tuneful ihing. 
And mighty things in mighty numbers fing ; 
Nor doubt to ilrike Prudentius' daring lyre. 
And humbly bring the verfe which you infpire« 

A P A s T o R A L. To the Bifliop of £ l T | 
on his Departure firom Cambridge* 

Damon. 
np ELL, dear Alexis, tell thy Damon, why 
^ Dp(k thou in mourpful ihades obfcurely lie ? 
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Why doft thou iighy why ftrike thy paptipg^ bread? 

And ileal from life die needful hours of reft ? 

Are thy iids ftarv'd by winter's early fipoft ? 

Are any of thy bleating fb-agglers loft I 

Have ftrangers' cattle trod tliy new-plough'd ground ? 

Has great Joanna, or her greater ihepherdf frown'd ? 

ALBklS. 

Sec my kids brow«, my lambs fecarely play : 
(Ah ! were their mafter unconcern'd as dwy !) 
No beafts (at noon I look'd) had trod my ground; . 
Kor has Joanna, or her ihepherd, ftowu'd* 

Damon. 
Then flop the lavilh fountain of your eyes^ 
Nor let thofe fjghs from your fwoln bofom rife 5 
Chgfe fadnefsy friend, and folitude away ; 
And once again rejoice, and once again look gay, 

Alexis. 
Say what can more our tortur'd fouls annoy^ 
Than to behold, admire, and lofe our joy ; 
Whofe face more hard than thofe who fadly run^. 
For the laft glimpfe of the departing fun ? 
Or what fcverer fentence can be given. 
Than, having feen, to be excluded heaven ? 

DaImon.. .. 
None, ihtpkerdj none — 

Al, — Then ceafe to chide my'cares I 
And rather pity than reftrain my tears ; 
Thofe tears, my Damon, which I'juftly (bed,-. 
To think howgrcat my joys 5 how foon they fled ; 

I told 



I^old t1ice» friend, (now blefs the fhepherd's namej 

From whofe dear care the kind occaiion came,) 

That I, even I, might happily receive 

The facred wealth, which Heateh and Daphnb give t 

That I ttiight fee the lovely awfiil fwttn; 

Whofe holy croiier guides our wilHng plain f 

Whofe pleating power and ruling goodnefs kee^ * 

Our fouls widi equal care as we our iheep § 

Whofe praife excites each lyre, employs each tongue 4- 

Whilft (Hily he who caus'd, difiikesthe fbng. 

To this gf*eat) humbl6> partitig nrnn I gained 

Accefs, and happy for an hour IreignM ; 

Happy as new*fbrm*d mah in paradife, « 

Ert fin debauchM hi^ inoffenfive blifs j 

Happy as heroes after battles won, 

Prophets •entriinc'd, «r monarchs6n the tli rone; 

Biit (oh, my friend !) thofc joys with Daphnis flew t 

To them thcfe tributary tears iu«'due. 

Dam6k. 
Was he fo humble then ? thofc joys lb vaft ? • 
Ceafe to admire that both fo quickly paft. 
Too happy ihould we be, would fmiRng fate 
Render one blefling durable and great j 
But (oh the fad viciflitude !) how foon 
Unwelcome night fuccecds the chcaTfuluooni- ' 
And rigid winter nips the flowery pomp of Junel 
Then grieve not, friend, like you, fince all mankind 
A certain change of joy and forrow find. 
Supprcfs your (igh, your down-caft eyelids raife, 
Whom prefcnt you revere, him'abfent ptaifc, " * 
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To the Countess of Exeter, 
playing on the Lute. 

\XT HAT charms yoo have, from what high rtcte 
^ ^' you fpning, 

Hart been the pleaiing fubje^s of my fong : 
Unikill'd and young, yet fometliing flill I writ, 
Cf'C^'ndiih' beauty join'd to Cecil's wit. 
But when you pleafe to ihew the labouring Mufe, 
What greater theme your Muiick can produce i- 
My babbling, praifes I repeat no morei>. 
But hear, rejoice^ ftand fil^nt, and adore* 

The Perfians ^husy iirfl gazing on the fun, 
Admird how high 'twas placed, how bright it fhone? 
Buty as his power was known, theii? thoughts wero-' 
. : V rais'd j 
And foon they vyorfhip'd, what at firft they prais'd.- 

Eliza's glory lives in Spenfer's fong ; 
And Cowky'& vcrfe keeps fair Orinda young. 
That as in birth, in beauty you excell,. 
The Mufe might diftate, and the Poet tell : 
Your art no other art can fpeak ; and you> 
To ihew how well you play, muil play anew : - 
Your muiick's power your mufjck muft difclofc j 
For what light is, 'tis only light that ihows. 

Strange force of harmony, that thus controuls 
bur thoughts, and turns and fanftifies our fouls : 
While with its utmoft art your fex could move 
Our wonder only> or at befl our love : 

Yott 
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You far above both thefe your God did place. 

That your high power might worldly thoughts de<* 
ftroy; i 

That v^th your numbers you our zeal might raife^ 

Andy like Himfelf, communicate your joy. 
When to your native heaven ^ou ihall repair, 
And with your prefence crown the bleflings there^' 
Your lute may wind its firings but little higher^ 
To tune their notes to that immortal quire. 
Your art is perfe£l here ; your numbers do. 
More than our books, make the rude Atheifl know, 
'That there's a heaven by whgt he hears below. 

As in fome piece, while Luke his ikill expreft^ 
A cunning angel came, and drew the reft : 
;So when you play, fome godhead does impart 
Harmonious aid, divinity helps art$ 
Some cherub finiihes what you begun, 
And to a miracle improves a tune. 

To bummg Rome^ when frantic Nero pla/d. 
Viewing that f ace, no more he had furvey^d 
'The raging flames ; but, ftruck with ftrange furprize^ 
Confefs'd them lefs than thofe of Anna's eyes : 
But, had he heard thy luce^ he foon had found 
His rage eluded, and his crime aton'd : 
Thine, like Amphion's hand, had wak'd the ilone^ 
And from de{faru6Uon call'd the riiing town : 
Malice to mufick had been forcM to yields 
."Kor could he hum lb bit, as thou could'ft build* 



<^ 
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'On a Pifture of Seneca dying in a Bath. By 
Jotrdain. At the Right Hoiu the Earl of 
^XETCR^Sy at Burleigh-hcmfe. 

"•trr H I L E, <;ru^J Nero only grains 

The looral Spaniard's ebbing vcins^ 
: By ftudy worn, apd flack with age, 
^ : How dull, hpwtfeoughtlefs, is his rage ! 
• :■ Heightened reyenge would he have tpok, 
\ He fliould h^ye,burnt liis.tuWs book; 
And long hay^ reign'd iiipreinc in vice : 
One nobler wretch can only rife ; 
*Tis hewhofe fury ihall deface 
•The ftoic*s image in this piece, 
I?or while unhurt,, jdivipe Jordaia,.. 
Thy work and Sem^ca's i^iuin. 
He mil .has body, AiU has WU 
And lives 4ftd ^peak^ r^ilor'd »nfl wh^le*: 
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yj ^ I L E hbqming yp^th and gay,dcligl|t^ . 

sit' on thy .roiy checks <;Dnfefl^^^ . 

Thou haft, jiiy dcai^ undoubted right . 
To triumph' o^cf tlifsdcflih^d brcaft. ' 
JAy reafon bends to what thy eyes ordain s 
for I WIS born to.lovci and thou to reign* 
^ n. But 
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II. 

^Buc would you nietnly thus rely 

On power, you know, I muft obey? 
Exert a legal tyranny 5 . 

And do an ill, beeaufe you may ? 
'Still mufti thee, asatheifts heaven/ adore ; 
Kot fee thy mercy, and yet dread thy power ? 
III. 
Take heed, my dear : youth flies apace ; 

As we]] as Cupid, Time is blind : 
Soon muft thofe glories of thy fs»e 
Thefate of vulgar beauty find : 
The thoufand Loves, that arm thy potent eye, 
Muft drop their quivers, flag their wings, ^d dic^ 
IV. 
Then wilt thou figh, when in «ach frpwn 
A hateful wrinkle more appears ; 
" And putting peevifh humours on. 
Seems but the fad tff^Gt of years : 
i Kindnefs itfeif too weak a charm will proVe^ 
'/To raife die feeble fires of aged love. 
V. 
Forc'd compliments, and formal baws. 

Will (hew thee juft above neglefl : 
The heat imsk >yhich thy lo^r glows. 
Will fettle into cold refpc6J: : 
/A talking dull pktonici ih^l tu»» : 
^I«am to b^Wlf whea I «eii& XQ iburix^ 
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VI. 

Then fhun the ill, and knoWy my dear^ 

Kindhefs and xonftancy will prove 
The only pillars, fit to bear 
So vail a weight as that of love. 
If thou cand wi(h to make my flames endure^ 
Thine mufl be veryfierce, and very piire. 
VII. 
Hade, Celia, haile, while youth invites^ 

Obey kind Cupid*sprcfent voice } 
Fill every fcnfe with foft dcHghts, 
And give thy foul aloofe to joys t 
tet millions of repeated bliflcs prove, 
That thou aM kindnefs art, and I all love. 
VIII. 
Be mine, and only^mine \ take care 

Thy looks, thy thoughts, thy dreams, to guiie 
To me alone ; nor come fo far. 
As likiiig any youth befide : 
"What men e^e^ court thee, fly them, and lielievc 
They're ferpcnts all, and thou the tempted Eve. 
IX. 
So (hall I court thy dearcft truth, 
When beauty ceafes to engage ; 
So, tliittking on thy dharming youih, 
I'll love it o'er again in age : 
15o Time itfelf our raptures ihall improve, 
While iUU we wake to joy« and Uve toiove. 

0%/: . . 
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An Epistle to Fleetwood Sh:ei'hard, Cfq. 

TTTH EN crowding folks, with (brangc ill faces,. 
^ ^ Were making legs, and begging places, 
And feme with patents, fome with merit, 
Tir'd out my good lord Dorfet's fpirit : 
Sneaking I Aood amongft the crew, 
Defiring mttch to fpeak with you. 
I waited while the clock flruck thrice. 
And footman brought out fifty lies ; 
Till, patience vexr, and legs grown weary, 
I thought it was in vain to tarry : 
Bat did opine it might be better. 
By penny- pod to fend a letter; 
Now, if you mifs of this epiftle, 
I'm baulk'd again, and may go whtfUe. 
My buiinefjs. Sir, you'll quickly gucfs. 
Is to defire fome little place ; 
And fair pretenfions I have for 't. 
Much need, and very fmall defert. 
Whene'er I writ^o you, I wanted ; 
. I always begg'd, you always granted. 
Kow, as you took jne up when little, 
<7ave me my learning and my vittle ; 
Alk'd for me, from my lord, things fitting. 
Kind as I 'ad been your own begetting ; 
Confirm what formerly you've given. 
Nor leave me now at fix and feven, 
As Sunderland has left Mun Stephen. 
Vol, I D ^o 



} 
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No family, that takes a whelp 
Whfin ^rft he lapjsi ^n^ fcarpe ca^i y^lp, 
Neglcfts or turns him out of gate 
When he's grown up to <iog*s eftate : 
Nor pariih, if they once adopt 
The fpurious brats by ftrolers dropt, 
Leave them, when grown up lufty fellows, 
To the wide world, that is, the gallows : 
No, thank them for their love, that 's worfc. 
Than if they 'ad throttled them at nuife. 
My uncle, reft his foul I when living, 
Might have contriv'd me ways of thriving ; 

Taught me with cyder to replenifli 

My vats, or ebbing tide of rhenifh. 

So when for hock I drew prickt white-wine, 

S\year *t had the flavour, and was right wine. 

Or fentme with ten pounds to Furni- 

Tal's inn, to fome good rogue-attorney ; 

Where now, by forging d€eds, and cheating, 

I 'ad found fome handfome ways of getting. 
All this you made me quit, to follow 

That fncaking whcy-fac'd god Apollo j 

Sent me ambng a fiddling crew 

Of folks, r *ad never feen nor knew> 

Calliope, and God knows who. 

To add no more inve^Hves to ft, 

You fpoil'd the youth, to make a poet. 

In common juftice« Sir, there's no man 

That makes the whorci but keeps the woman. 

Ainoni; 



} 
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Among idl hotudk chriAian peojAe, 
Whoe'er breaks limbs, maintains tlie cripple 

The fum of aH I have to fay. 
Is, that you'd p«t me in fome way ; 
Jlnd your petitioner (hall pray-— 

there's one thing; more I had almoil flipt. 
But that may do as it^ll in pofl-fcript : 
My friend Charles Montague's preferr'd 5 
Nor would I have it long obfcrv'd. 
That one moufe eatSy wiiile t'other 's flarv'd. 

Another Epistle to the fame. 



S I R9 Burleigh, May 14, 1689. 

AS once a twelvemonth to the.prieft. 
Holy at Rome, here antichrift, 
The Spaniih king prefencs a jennet. 
To fliew his love 5 — that 's all that 's in h : 
For if his holiiiefs would thump 
His reverend bum 'gainfl horfe's rump, 
He might b' equipt from his own ftable 
With one more white, and eke more able. 

Or as, with gondolas and men, his 
Good e|c«fiUpQce the duke of Vemce 
(I wifh, for rhymet 't had been the king) 
'Sails out, and gives the gulph a ring; 
Which trick of ftate, he wifely maintain^ 
Keeps kindnefs up 'twixt old acquaintance 
JFor elfe, in hgoeA truth, the fea 
JBks much Ms need of gold than he« 

D a ti%^ 
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Or, not to rove, and purap one's fancy 
For popifli fimilcs beyond fca ; 
'' As folks from mud-wall'd tenement 
Bring landlords pepper-corn for rent j 
Prefcnt a turkey, or a hen. 
To thofe might better fparc them ten 5. 
Ev'n fo, with all fubmiffion, I 
(For firft men inftance, then apply) 
Send you each year a homely letter, 
Who may return me much a better. 
Then take it, Sir, as it was writ, 
To pay refpeft, and not (hew wit : 
Nor look, alkew at what it faith ; 
There's no petition in it — 'faith. 

Here fome would fcratch their heads, and try^ 
What they fliould write, and how, and why ; 
But I conceive, fuch folks are quite in 
Miftakes, in theory of writing. 
If once for principle 'tis laid, 
That thought is trouble to the head 5 
I argue thus : the world agrees, 
That he writes well, who writes with cafa : 
Then he, by fequel logical, 
Writes bcft, who never thinks at alh 

Verfe comes from heaven, like inward light $ * 
Mere human pains can ne'er come by *t j ' 

The god, not we, the poem makes j 
We only tell folks what he fpeaks. 
Hence, when anatomifts difcourfc, 
How like brutes' organs are to ours; 

s Th. 
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They grant, if higher powers think fit, 

A bear might foon be made a wit ; 

And that, for any thing in nature, 

l^igs might fqueak love-odeS| dogs bark fatyr. 

Memnon, though fVone, was counted vocal ; 
But 'twas the god, mean while, that fpoke all. 
Rome oft has heard a crofs haranguing, 
With prompting pried behind the hanging : 
The woG«kn head refolv*d the queftion j 
While you aad Pettis help'd the jeft on. 

Your crabbed rogues, that read Lucretius, 
Are againit gods, you know ; and'teach us. 
The gods make not the poet; but 
The theiis, vice-verfa put, 
Should Hebrew- wife bt underftood; 
And means, the poet makes the god. 

Egyptian gardeners thus are faid to 
Have fet the leeks they after pray*d to ; 
And Romiih bakers praife the deity 
They chipp'd while y-ct in its paneity. 

That when you poets fwear and- cry. 
The god infpires j I rave, I die ; 
If inward wmd docs truly fwcll ye, 
'T muft be the colick in your belly : 
That writing is but juft like dice. 
And lucky mains make people wife : 
That jumbled words, if fortune throw 'em. 
Shall, well as Dry^en, form a<poem ; 
Or make a fpeech, cotrcSk and witty, 
As you know wlio^at the comm'utce* 

D 3 ^^ 
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So atoms dancing round the center^ 
They urge, made all tlungs at a venturer 

But, granting matters ikoiild be fpok« 
By method, rather than by luipk ; 
This may confine their younger ilylev 
Whom Dryden pedagogues at Will's ; 
But never could be meant te tye 
Authentic wits, like yott and I : 
For as young children, who are tried in 
Go-carts, to keep their ileps frovn Aiding ; 
When members knit^ and legs grow iUonger^. 
Make ufe of fuch machine no longer; 
But leap pro libitUf and fcout 
On horfe calPd hobby^ ot without ; 
So when at fchool we £fil declaim, 
Old Bufby walks us in a theme, 
Whofe props fupport our in^Eint rein^. 
And help t^e rickets in the brain : 
But, when ouc fouls their force dilate,. 
And thoughts grow up to- wit's eAaie s- 
In verfe or profe,. Mre write or chat. 
Not fix-pence matter upon what. 

'Tis not how well an author fays ; 
But ^tis how much, that gathers praife.. 
Tonibn, who is himiclf a wit. 
Counts writers' merits by the flieet. 
Thus each ihould down with all he thinks^ 
As boys eat bread,, to fill up chinks.. 

Kind Sir,. I ihould be glad to fee jouj 
I hope y* are well % fo God be wi you \ 
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Was all I thought at tirft tb ^litvi $ 
But things fmct then are i\ttr*d <[mtt ; 
Fancies flow in> ind Mufe flies high : 
So God knows when my clack will lie : 
I mufty Sir, prattle bn, as afore. 
And beg your pardon yet this half-hour. 

So at pure bam of \tsud Noft-con, 
Where with tny graham I hi/ve goiie. 
When Lobb had lifted alt his text. 
And I well hop'd the pudding ndj^t ; 
" Now to ipply," has plagu'd me tnorfc. 
Than all his villain cant before. 

For your religion, firft, of her 
Your friends do favoury things z^et : 
They fay, (he's hofteft, as your clar6t. 
Not four'd with cant, nor ftummi'd with AtHt; 
Your chamber IS the fole retreat 
Of chaplains 6Vcry Sunday night : 
Of grace, no doubt, a certain fign. 
When lay-man herds with man divihe; 
For if their fame be juftly great. 
Who would no popifli nuncio treat $ 
That his is gre^r, we muft grant, 
Who will treat nuncio*$ prbteftaiiit. 
One (ingle pofitivc weighs more, 
You know, than negatives a fcore. 

In politicks, I hear, you're ftanch, 
Direftly bent againft the French ; 
Dfeny tahave your free-born to6 
Dragooa'd into « woodien ihbe : 

D 4 Kx^ 
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Are in no plots ; but fairly drive at 
The public welfare, in your private; 
And will for England's glory try 
Turks, Jews, and Jefuits, to defy. 
And keep your places till you die. 

For me, whom wandering fortune threw 
From wh^ I lov'd, the town and you : 
Let me juft tell you how my time is 
Pad in a country life.— ^Imprimis, 
As foon as Phoebus' rays infpe^l us^ 
Firil, Sir, I read, and then I breakfafl | 
So on, till forefaid god does fet, 
I fomccimes fludy, fometimes eat. 
Thus, of your heroes and brave boys. 
With whom old Homer makes fuch noife. 
The greatefl a6lions I can tind. 
Are, tliat they did their work, and din'd. 

The books, of which I 'm chiefly fond. 
Are fuch as you have wbilom conn'd ; 
That treat of China's civil law. 
And fubjefh' right in Golconda ; 
Of highway -elephants at Ceylan, 
That rob in clans, like men o' th' Highland ; 
Of apes that florm, or keep a town, 
As well almoil as Count Lauzun i 
Of unicorns and alligators, 
Elks, mermaids, mummies, witches, fatyrs. 
And twenty other flranger matters ; 
Wluch, though they 're things I 've no concern in> 
Make aU our groons «dipire my learning. 

Criticks 



} 
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Cridcks I read on other meoy 
And hypers upon them again ; 
from whofe remarks I give opinion 
On twenty books, yet ne'er look in one. 

Then all your wits that fleer and (ham, 
Down from Don Quixote to Tom Tram i 
'^rom whom I jefts and puns purloin^ 
And flily put them off for mine : 
¥ond to be thought a country wit : 
The reft— when fate and you think fit. 

Sometimes I climb my mare, and kick her 
To bottled ale, and neighbouring vicar s 
Sometimes at Stamford take a quart, 
Squire Shephard's health-^^With all my heart. 

Thus, without much delight or grief, 
I fool away an idle life : 
Till Shadwell from the town retires 
(Choak'd up with fame and fea-coal fires). 
To blefs the wood with peaceful lyrick : 
Then hey for praife and panegyrick ; 
Juftice reftor'd, and nations freed, 
And wreaths round William's glorious head. 

To the C o u N T E s s of D o r s e t. 
Written in her Milton. By Mr, Br adburt, 

4^ E E here how bright the firft-bom virgin ihone, 
*^ And how the firft fond lover was undone. 
Such charming words, our beauteous mother fpoke, 
As Milton wrote, and fuch as yours her look. 



Yours, the bcft copy bf Ih' btV^M fkce^ 
Whofc beauty was td fornifB Ml thie ricfe : 
Such chains no author cobld efcape bxit h^ | 
There 's no ^ay to be fafe> but not to fee. 



H^ 



To the Lady Du r s le y^ On the fame Subjeb* 
'ERE reading how fohd Adarti was betray *d, v 
And how by (in Eye's blafted charms de6ay'd i 
Our common lofs iiftjuftly yoti complain j 
So (mill tliftt part of it, which you fuMiii 

You ftill, fait mother, in your offspring trace 
The ftock of beauty dcftiii'd for the race : 
Kind riature, forming them, the pattern tobk 
From Heaven's firft work, and Eve's original lo6k. 

You, happy faint, the ferpent's power controul : 
Scarce any a6hial guilt defiles your foul : 
And hell does o'er that mind vain triumph boafl. 
Which gains a Heaven, for earthly Eden lofl. 

With virtue ftrong as yours had Eve been arm'd. 
In' vain the fruit had blulh'd, or ferpcnt charm'd i - 
Nor had our bhfs by penitence 'been bought ; 
Nor had firail Adam fall'n, nor Milton wrote. 

To my Lord BucKhurst, v^ young, 
playing with a Cat. 

'T^HE amorous youth j Wkofe tender btcaft 
'*• Wa^ by his darling cat polTcft:', 
Ohtain'd 6f Vemh his de(ire^ 
MoHve'cr irregular his fire : 
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Nature the power of loVc obey'd. 
The cat became a blttihing'tnaid { 
And, on the happy change, the boy 
Employ'd his vrondtr and hi» joy. 

Take care, O beauteouf child, take care. 
Left thou prefer fb ra(h a prayer ; 
Nor vainly hope, the queen of love 
Will c*er thy favourite*!* charms improrc, 
O quickly from her (hrme retreat; 
Or tremble for thy darling's fate» 

The queen of love, wlio foon will fee 
Her own Adonis live in thee, 
Will lightly her firft lofs deplore ; 
Will eafily forgive tlie boar : 
Her eyes with tears no more will flow ; 
With jealous rage her breail will glow : • 
And, on her tabby rival's face. 
She deep will mark her new difgrace* 

AN O D £• 

I. 
TTTHILE from our looks, fair nymph, you gwfs 
^ ^ The fecret paffions of our mind ^ 
My heavy eyes, you fay, confefr, 
A heart to love and grief inclined* 
• IL 
There needs, alas I but littk art. 
To have this fatal fecret found ; 
With the fame eafe you threw the dart, 
Tifi certain you may ibt:w the wound. • 
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III. 

How can I fee you, and not love. 

While you as opening eaft arc fair ? 
While cold as northern blafts you prove^ 

How can I love, and not defpair > 
IV. 
The wretch in double fetters bound 

Your potent mercy may releafe : . 
Soon, if my love but once were crown'd. 

Fair prophetefs, my grief would ceafc. 



A SONG. 

T N vain you tell your parting lover, 

* You wifh fair winds may waft him over. 

Alas ! what winds can happy prove, 

That bear me far from what I love ? 

Alas ! what dangers on the main 

*Can equal thofe that I fuilain. 

From flighted vows, and cold difdain } 

Be gentle, and in pity dhoofe 
To wifh tlic wildefl tempefh loofc : 
That, thrown again upon the coafl 
Where iirfl my fliipwreck'd heart was lofl, 
€ may once more repeat my gain ; 
Once more in dying notes complain 
Of flighted vowS| and cold difdain. 



} 
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The Despairing Shepherd. 

A LEXIS ihunn'd hw fcllow-fwains, 
•*^ Their rural fports, and jocund ftrains : 
(Heaven guard us all from Cupid's bow !) 
He loil his crook, he left his flocks ; 
And, wandering through the lonely rocks. 
He nourifh'd endlefs woe. 

The nymphs and fhepherds round him came : 
His grief fome pity,, others blame ; 

The fatal caufe all kindly fcek : 
He mingled his concern with theirs ; 
He gave tliem back their friendly tears f 

He figh'd, but would not fpeak. 

Clorinda came among the reft ; 
And fhe too kind concern exprefl. 

And a(k*d the reafon of his woe : 
She aik'd, but with an air and mien^ 
That made it eafily forefeen. 

She fear'd too much t6 know. 

The (hepherd nus*d his mournful head ; 
And will you pardon me, he fmd> 

While I the cruel truth reveal ?^ 
Wlii^h nothing from my bread ihould tear } 
Which never ihould offend your car. 

But that you bid me tell. 



n:\% 
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'Tis thus I rove, 'tis thus complain. 
Since you appear'd upon the plain j 

You are the caufe of all my care : r 

Your eyes ten tltoufand dangers dart{ 1^ 

Ten thiq^ufaad torments v«x my beaftt 

I love, and I defpair. 

Too much, Alexis, I have heard : 
■'Tis what I thought j 'tis what Ifear'd-: 

And yet I pardon you, ihe cried : 
But yott flwU promife ne'er again 
To breathe your vowti, or fpeak your pain.? 

He bow'd, obey'4» and died. 

To die Hon. €toAR&s& Mo^tag^e^ E% 
afterwardd Karl of Halifax. 

I. ^ 

TJ OWE'E R, 'tis well, that while maftkiai 
■*•■*• Through fate's pocyerfe roaeander er^, fa 

He can imagin'd pleafuros find. 

To combat agamft real c^ue^s^ 

IL k 

'Fancies and notions he purfues. 

Which ne*^r H»4, l^^g V^t in. tl^owgbu T 

Each, like the Qreda^ ^^4^, VHopas. 

The image he Ijiofelf 4)41 Wi»Vg)ll. 

m^ 

Againft exper-if nco he )»i|ljii^& $ 

He argues againfl deFnpq|]^ifa^i(Wii|, 
Pleas'd, when his reafonhe deceives:; 
And fets his Judgeme&t \>s \xl\ DiLffion. 



The hoary. £oc49 w^o m^^y ^^y% 

Has (Iruggled with cod^oum) f^novy 
Renews his hope, and blindly Uy% 

The defperate bett upo^i t^-nvorrow^ 
V. 
To-morrow comes : 'tis nopp, 'ds night j 

This day like all the former flies : 
Yet on he runs, to feck delight 

To-morrow, till to-night he dies. 

yi. 

Our hopes, like tovrering falcons, ^um 

A^ obj^s in an airy height : 
The little pleafure of the gam^ 

Is frpm afar to vipw the flight. 
VIL 
Our anxious pains we, all the day, 

In iearch p£ what we like^ employ : 
Scorning at night the worthlefs prey. 

We find the labour gave the joy. 
VIII. 
At dtftance through an artful glafs 

To the mind's eye things will appear t 
They lofe their forms, and make a maft 

Confus'd and black, if brought too near. 
IX. 
If wt fee right> we fee our woes : 

Then what avails it to have eyes ? 
From ignorance our comfort flows : 

The only wmched are the wife. 
5 X.^«^ 
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X. 

Wc wearied fliould lie down in death : 
This cheat of life would take no more. 

If you thought fame but empty breath, 
I, Phillis -but a perjur'd whore. 

Ad Virum clo£ti|&muin Dominum SamuelenlSh AW, 

cum Thefes de Idcro pro Gradu Dodtoris 

defqnderet, 4 Junii, 1692. 

T) HOE BE potens faevis morbis vel laedere gentes, 

* Laefas folerti vel relevare manu, 

Afpice tu decus hoc nodrum, placidufquc faterc 

Indomitus quantum profit in arte labor: 
Non ifterum pofthac peftemve minaberis orbi, 

Fortius hie juvenis dum medicamen habet : 
Mitte dchinc iras, et nato carmina dona ; 

Negleftum ceWm dejicc, fume lyram. 

Tranflation. By Mr. Cooke. 

1^ ! PHOEBUS, deity, whofe powerful hand 
^^ Can fpnead difcafes through the joyful land. 
Alike all-powerful to relieve the pain. 
And bid the groaning nations fmile again ; 
When this our pride you fee, confefs you find 
In him what art can do with labour join'd : 
No more the world thy direful threats (hall fear. 
While he, the youth, our remedy, is near : 
Supprefs thy rage ; wltlLverfe jthy fon infpirc, 
TJjc ddit oegk6tcd, to adume the lyre. 
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On die Taking of Namur. 

nr^ H E town which Louis bought, Naffau re-claim«, 
"*• And brings inftead of bribes avenging flames. 
Now, Louisy take thy titles from above, 
Botleau ihall fiog, and we'll believe thee Jovis s 
Jove gain'd -his miilrefs with alluring gold. 
But Jove like thee was im|>otent and old ! . 
A^ve and young did he like William ftand> 
He 'ad flunn'd thi dame, his .thunder in his hand. 



Ode; in Imitation of Horace, 3 Od« ii« 
Written in 1692. 

L 

TT O W long, deluded Albion, wilt thou lie 
'** ^ In the lethargic Heep, the fad repofeg 
By which thy cloTe, thy conftant enemy« 
• Has ibftly luird thee to thy woes > 
Or wake, degenerate iile, or^eafe to own 
What thy old kings in Gallic camps liave ^ooei 
Tkc fpoih they brought thee back, the ciowns thej 



"WilliafD (fo fate requires) again is arm*d| 

Thy father to the tkld is gone t 
Agab Mj^ria weeps her abfent lord, 
For thy rcpofe content to rule alone. 

VOL-.L E Kt?; 
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Arc thy enervate fons not yet alarm'd ? 
When William fights, dare they look tamely 00| . 
So (Idw to get their ancient fame refbr'dy 
As nor to melt at Beauty's tears^ nor follow Valour^a* 
fword? 

II. 
See the repentbg iflfe awakes^ 
Her vicious chains the generous goddefs breaks f 
The fogs around her temples are difpell'd j 
Abroad fhe looks^ and fees arm'd Belgia (hmd 
Prepared to meet their common Lord's command ; 
Her lions roaring by her fide, her arrows in her hand i : 
And, bluihing to have been fo long with-held. 
Weeps off her crime, and haflens to the field : 
Henceforth her youth (kail be inuf'd to beaf ^ 

Hazardous toil and a£iive war : 
To march beneath the dog-ftar's raging heat, 
Patient of fummer*s drouj^ftt, and martial fwcat ; 
And only grieve Ih ^nter*s camps to find ' f . 

Its days too Ihort for laboiKs they dcfign'd : • 
All night beneath hard heavy arms to watdh) 
All day to mount the trenth, to florm thcbrtadh; 
And all the ru^d paths to tread, * ' ' 

Whefe William and "his vinue lead. ' 

' IIL "' ■' 

Silence is the foul of war ; 
Deliberate counfcl mufl prepare 
The mighty work, which valour muft compleat: 
Thus William rcfcucd, thus prcferves the flate $ 
Thus teaches us to think' and dare. 

As 
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jfies whilfl his cannon juft prepar'd to breathe 

Avenging anger and fwift death. 
In the tried metal the clofe dangers glowy. 

And now». too late, the dying fop . 
Perceives the flame, yet cannot ward the yow j 
So whilll in William's bread ripe coimfcls lle>. 

Secret and fure as brooding Fate, 

No more of his defign appears. 

Than what awakens Gallia's fears j 
And (though Guilt's eye can iharply pcijctratey' 

Difbradted Lewis can defcry 
Only a long unmeafur'd ruin nigh. ^ 

IV. y 

On Norman coads and banks of frighted Seine 

Lo ! the impending ftorms begin : 
Britannia fafely through her mailer's Tea, 

Plows up her viftorious way. 
The French Salmoneus throws his bolts in vain, 
Whilft the true Tliuncjerer afferts the main : 
'Tis done ! to (helves and rocks his fleets rerire. 

Swift viftory in vengeful flames 
Burns dpwn the pride of their prefumptuous names : 
They run to ihipwreck to avoid our fire. 
And the torn veflcls that regain their coaft 
Are but fad marks to fliew the reft arc loft : 
All tills the mild, the beauteous. Queen has done. 
And William's fofter-half ihakes Lewis' throne : 

Maria does the fea comipand 
Whilft Gallia flies her hufl>and's arms by land. 

E z ^, 
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So, the Sun abfent, with ^11 fway the Moon 
Governs the iAeSy and rules the waves alone : , 
So Juno thunders when her Jove is gone. 
lo Britannia ! loofe thy ocean's chains, 
Whilft RufTel (hikes the blow thy queen ordains t 
Thus refcued, thus rever'd, for ever iland, 
And blefs the couofel, and reward the hand, 

lo Britannia ? thy Maria reigns. 
V. 
From Mary's conquefts, and the refcued main. 
Let France look forth to Sambre's armed (horey 
And boaft her joy for William's death oo more. 
He lives } let France confefs, the vi£U>r lives : 
Her triumphs for his death were vain. 
And fpoke her terror of hii life too plain. 
The mighty years begin, the day draws nigh. 
In which that one of Lewis' many wives. 
Who, by the baleful force of guilty charms. 
Has long enthrall'd him in her withered arms. 
Shall o'er the plains, from dtfhint towers on high^ 

Cafl around her mournful eye, 
, And with prophetic forrow cry : 
'' Why does my ruin'd lord retard his flight ^ 
Why does defpair provoke his age to fight ? 
As well the wolf may venture to engage 
The angry lion's generous rage \ 
The ravenous vulture, and the bird of night. 
As fafely tempt the (looping eagle's flight \ 
As Lewis to unequal arms defy 
Yon' hero, crown'd with blooming victory, 

5 J«< 
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Juft triumphing o'er rebel-rage reftram'td". 

And yet iinbrcatli*d from battles gain'd^ 
Sec ! all yon' dufty field 's quite cover'd o'er 
With hoftile troops, and Orange at their head $ 

Orange, deftin'd to complete 

The great defigns of labouring Fate; 
Orange, the name that tyrants dread r 
He ^mes j our ruin*d empire is no more ; 
Dovim,- like the Perfian, goes the Gallic throne i 
Darius flies, young Ammon urges on." 

VI. 
Now from the dubious battle's mingled heat. 
Let Fear look back,, and flretch her hafty wing. 
Impatient to fecure a bafe retreat : 
Let the pale coward leave his wounded king. 

For the vile privilege to breathe, 
To live with Ihame in dread of glorious death ? 
In vain : for Fate has fwiftcr wings than Fear,. 
She follows hard, and flrikes hisn in the rear; 
Dying and mad the traitor bites the ground^ 
His back transfix'd with a diihoned wound ; 
Whilft through the ficrccft troops, and thickeft prefs. 

Virtue carries on fiiccefs ; 
Whilft equal Heaven guards the diftinguifh'd brave^ 
And anmes cannot hurt whom angels fave. 

VIL 
Virtue to verfe immortal luftre gives, 
Each by the other's mutual friendihip lives j 
JEneas fuffer'd, and Achilles fought, 
^ The Hero's a£t« cnlaxg'd the Poet'^s thou^\)X> 

E 3 On 
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Or Virgil's roajefty, and Homer's rage, 
-Had ne'er like lafting naturt vcnquifii'd a^» 
Whilft Lewis then his riiing terror drowns 

With drums' alarms, and trumpets' founds, 
' Whilft, hid in arm'd retreats and guarded towns. 

From danger as from honour far, 
He bribes-clofe murder againfd open war » 

In vain you Gallic Miifes ihive 
With labour'd verfe to keep his fame alire : 
Your mouldering monuments in vain ye raife 
On the weak bafis of the tyrant's prjiife : 
Your fongs arc fold, your numbers are profane, 

'Tis inecnfc to an idol given. 

Meat ofFer'd to Prometheus* man 

That had no foul from Heaven. 
Againft his will, you chain your frighted king 

On rapid Rhine's divided bed ; 

And mock your hero, whilll ye fing 

The wounds for which he never bled ; 
Falfliood does poifon on your praife dilRife, 
And Lewis'" fear gives death tx) Boileau's Mufe. 

vni. 

On its own worth true majcfty is rear'd. 

And Virtue is her own reward; 
With folid beams and native glory, bright. 
She neither darknefs dreads, nor covets light ; 
True to herfelf, and fiz'd to inborn laws. 
Nor funk by fpite, nor lifted by applaufe. 
She from her fettled orb looks calmly down, 
On life or death, a prifon or a crowsu 

When 
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'^When bound in double chadps poor 6«lgi< lay* 
To foreign arms and inward (hifc i^preyy 
Wbilft one good man buoy'd up her finking (late. 
And Virtue laboured againfV Fate ; 
-When Fortune bafely with Ambition joiu'd. 
And all was conquered but -the Patriot's mind ; 

When fiorms let loofe, and raging feas, 
Juft ready the torn vefliel to overwhelm, 
■ Forc'd not the faithful pilot from his helm^ 
Nor all the Syren fongs of future peace. 
And dazzling profped: of a promisM crown» 

Could iure his ftubbom virtue down ; 
• But againd charms, and threats, and hell, he fiood, 

To that which was fcverely good ; 
Then, had no trophies juflified his fame. 
No Poet bled his fong with Naffau's name, 
Wirtue alone did alltliat honour bring. 
And Heaven^as plainly pointed out The King> 
As ^when he at the altar flood 
• In all his types and robes of power, 
Whilft at lus feet religious Britain bow'd. 
And own'd liim next to what we there adore. 

IX. 

Say, joyful Maefc, and Bo5me*s viftorious flood, 
(For each has mixt his waves with royal blood) 
When William's armies pad, did he retire, 

' Or view from far the battle's diftant fire ? 

' Could he believe his pcrfon was too dear ? 
Or nfe his greatnefs to conceal his fear ? 

E 4 Could 
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Could prayers or (ighs the daantlefs hero move ? 
Arm'd with Heaven's juftice, and his people's love. 
Through the firft waves he wiog'd his venturous way. 

And on the adverfe ihore arofe, 
(Ten thoufand flying deaths in vain c^poie). 

Like the great Ruler of the day. 
With flrength and fwiftnefs mounting from the fea : 
Like him all day he toil'd; but long in night 

The god had eas'd his wearied light, 

£re vengeance left the ftubbom foes. 

Or William's labours found repofe ! 
When his troops faulter'd, flept not he between > 

Redor'd the dubious fight again, 

Mark'd out the coward that duvA fty, 

And led the fainting brave to ViAory ? 

Still as ihe fled him, did he not o'enake 
Her doubtful courfc, itiU brot^ht her bleeding back..^ 
By his keen fword did not the boldeil fall ^ 
Was he not king, commander, fbldicr, all >— 
His dangers fuch as, with becoming dread. 
His fubje£b yet unborn fliall weep ta read ^ 
And were not thole the only days that e'er 

The pious prince refu«'d to hear 
His friends' advices, or his fubje£b' prayer > 

X. 

Where'er old Rhine lu& fhutful water turns^ 
Or fills hit valfals' tributary urns ; 
To Belgia's fav'd dominions, and tlie fea, 
Whofe righted waves rejoice in William's fway i 

Is 
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Ts there a town where children are not taught^ 
Here Holland profper'dy for here Oraris:e fought ; 
Through rapid waters^ and through ftying fire, 
Here ruih'd the pnnce, here made whole France retire > 
By different nations he his valour bleft, 

.In different languages confeft ^ 

And then let Shannon fpeak the reft : 
Let Shannon fpeak« how on her wondering ihore^ 
When Conqueft hovering on his arms did wait. 
And only a&'d fome lives to bribe her o'er j 
The god-like man, the more than conqueror. 
With high contempt fent back the fpeciousi bait; - 
And, fcoming glory at a price too great. 
With fo much power, fuch piety did j.oin» 

As made a perfe£k virtue foar 

A pitch unknown to man before y 
And lifted Shannon's waves o'er thofe of 6oyne« 
XL. 

Nor do his fubjefts only Ihare 
The profpercms &uits of his indulgent reign ^ 
His enemies approve the pbus war. 
Which, with dneir weapon, takes away tlieir chain. 
More than his fword his goodnefs ilrikes his foes ; 
They bkfs his arms, and iigh they mufl oppofe. 
Juftice and freedom on his conqueds. wait ; 
And *tis for naan's delight that he is great : 
Succeeding times ihall with long joy contend. 
If he were more a vi£br, or a friend : 
So muck his courage and his mercy ilrive,. 
Ue wounds, to cure i and conquers, to forgive. 
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XII. 

Ye heroes, that have fought your country's ctuic, 
Rcdrefs'd her injuries, or fbrm'd her laws. 
To my adventurous fong juft witnefs bear^ 
Ailift the pious Mufe, and hear her fwear $ 
That 'tis no Poet's thought, no iiight olF youth. 

But folid ftory, and fevered truth, 
That William treafures up a greater name. 
Than any country, any age, can boaftt 
And all that ancient ftock of fame 
He did from hisi fore-fathers take, 
- He has improved, and gives with intereft back 5 
And in his conftellation does unite 
Their fcatter'd rays of fainter light : 
Above or Envy's lafli, or Fortune's wheel 
That fettled glory Ihall for ever dwell : 
. Above the rolling orbs, and common Iky, 
Where nothing comes that e'er fhall die. 
Xill. 
'Where roves the Mufe ? Where, thoughtlefs to return, 

Is her flion-liv'd vclTel borne. 
By potent winds too fubjeft^o be tcft, 
« And in the fea of Wiilram's praifcs loft ? 
'"Kor let her tempt that deep, nor make the fhore. 
Where our abandoned youth llie fees, 

• Shipwreck'd in luxury, and loft in eafe ; 
Whom nor Britannia's danger can alarm, 

Nor William's exemplary virtue warm : 
' Tell them, howe'er, the king can yet forgive 

* Their guiky 'floth, their homage yet receive, 

And let their wounded lK«\o>ix Vvvt -, 
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*But fure and fuddeh be their ju(l remorfe i 
^wift be their virtue's rife, and ftrong its courfe ; 
For though for certain years and defUn'd timesy 

Merit has lain coMfus'd with crimes ; 
Though Jove feem'd negligent of human cares. 
Nor fcourg'd our follies, nor retum'd our prayers. 
His juftice now demands the equal icaks, 
Sedirion is fupprefs'd, and truth prevails : 
Fate its great ends by flow degrees attains, 
And Europe is redeemed, and William reigns. 



« Y M N to the S u N. "Set by Dr. H. Purcell. 

And intended to-be fung before their Maj£6ties 
on New-years day, 1693-4. 

1. 

T I G H T of the world, and ruler of the year, 
^^ With happy ipeed begin thy. great career ; 
And, as thou doil thy radiant journies run, 
Through evety dilknt 6lin>ate own. 
That in fair Albion thou haftfeen 
The greateft prince, the brighteft queen. 
That ever fav*d a land, or bled a throne, 
Since iirH thy beams were fpread, or genial power Wtts 
known. 

II. 
So may thy godhead be confeil. 
So the returning year be bleft. 
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As his infant months bedow 

Springing wreaths for William's brow ; 

As his fummer's youth (hall fhed 
Eternal fweets around Marians head. 
From the bleiCngs they beftow, 

Our times are dated, and our aera^s move ? 
They govern and enlighten all below. 

As thou doft all above. 

IIL 
Let our hero in the war 
A£live and fierce, like thee, appear : 
Like thee, great fon of Jove, like thee 
When, clad in rifing majcfty, 
Thou marcheft down o'er Delos* hills confcft. 
With all thy arrows arm'd, in all thy glory drcft. 
Like thee, the hero does his arms employ. 

The raging Python to dcfboy, 
And give the injured nations peace and joy. 

IV. 

From fairefl years, and time's more happy flores^ 

Gather all the fmiling hours { 
Such as with friendly care have guarded 

Patriots and kings in rightful wars ; 
Such as with conquefl have rewarded 

Triumphant vigors' happy cares ; 
Such as (lory has recorded 
Sacred to Naflau*s long renown. 
For countries fav*d, and battles woo. 

V. Marck 
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V. 
March diem again in fair array. 
And bid them form the happy day. 
The happy day de{ign*d to wait 
On William's fame, and Europe^s fate. 

Let the happy day be crown'd 
With great event, and fair fuccefs $ 
No brighter in the year be founds 
But that which brings the vidkor home in:pcace* 
VL 
Again thy godhead we implore^ 
Great in wifdom as in power; 
Again, for good Maria*$ fake, and ourst 
Choofe out other fmiling hours ; 
Such as with joyous wings have fled. 

When happy counfels were adviiing ; 
Such as have lucky omens ihed 

0*er forming laws, and empires ridng; 
Such as many courfes ran. 
Hand in hand a goodly train^ 
To blef^ the great Eliza^s reign i 
And in the typic glory fliow, . 
What fblkr blifs Maria ihall beflow. 
VIL 
As the folemn hours advance, 
Bifingled fend into the dance 
Many fraught with all the treafures. 

Which diy eaftem travel views $ 
Many \idi^^d with all the pleafures, 
Man can «ft^ or Heaven diffufe : 
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That great Maria all thofe Joys may knowy 
^ Which, from her cares, upon her fubjcfts flow. 
VIII. 
for thy own glory (ing dur foyereign^s praife, 
God of verfes and of days : 
Let all thy tuneful fons adorn 

Their lafting Work with William's name |. 
Let chofcn Mufes yet unborn 
Take great Maria for their future theme t 
Eternal flruflures let them raife, 
On William*s and Maria's praife : 
Nor want new fubjeft for the fong, 

Nor fear they can exliaud the ftore. 
Till nature's muiick lies unflrung ; 
Till thou, great god, ihalt lofe thy double power,, 
And touch thy jyre, and ihoot thy beams no more. 



The Lady's Lo-ok i ire -Gl as s». 
In Imitatioa of a Greek IdylUum* 

CE L I A and I the other day 
Walk'd o'er the fand-hi!ls to the fea : 
The fetting fun adorn'd the coaft. 
His beams intire, his fiercenefs loft : 
And, on the furface of the deep. 
The winds lay only nbt afleep : " 
The nymph did like the fccne appear, *' 

Serenely pleafant, calmly fair : ''* 

Soft fdJ her words, as flew the aif. ' 



Wii 



} 
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With fecrct joy I heard her fay, 
That (he would never mifs one day 
A walk fo fine, a fight (o gay. 

But, oh the change ! the winds grow high 3 
Impending tempers charge the fky ; 
The lightning flies, the thunder roars ; 
And big waves la(h the frightcn'd ihores. 
Struck with tlie horror of the fight, 
She turns her head, and wings her flight : • 
And trembling vows, ihe'U ne'er again 
Approach the (hore, or view the main. 

Once more at leaft look ^'ack, faid I, 
Thyfelf in that large glafs defcry : 
When thou art in good-humour dreft ; 
When gentle rcafon rules thy bread ; 
The fun upon the calmcft fea 
Appears not half' fo bright as thee : 
Tis then that with delight I rove 
Upon the bouhdlefs depth of love : 
rblefs my chain ; I hand my oar ; 
Nor think on all I left on fhore. 

But when vain doubt and groundlefs fear 
Do that dear foolifli bofom tear ; 
When tlic big lip and watery eye 
TfcU roe, the rifing ftorm is nigh 5 
'Tis then, thou art :yon* angry main, 
DefbrmM by winds, and dafliM by rain 5 
And the poop failor, that mu ft try 
Its fury, labours left than* I; 

•' ^\^* 
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Shipwreck'i], in vain to land I maket 
While Love an<l Fate ftill drive mc back : 
.Forc*d to doat on thee thy own way, 
I ckide thee firfl, and then obey* 
Wretched when from thee, vex'd when nighy 
I with thee, or without thee, die. 



LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP: 
A Pastoral. 

By Mrs. Eljzaseth Sincer, afterwards Rowe* 

Amaryllis. 
TTTH I L E from the ikies the ruddy Ain defcendt, 
^ ^ And rifing night the evening (hade extends | 
While pearly dews o'erfpread the fruitful fields 
And cloiing flowers reviving odours yield : 
Let us, beneath thefe fpreadtng trees, recite 
What from our hearts our Mufes may indite* 
'Nor need we, in this clofe retirement, fear« 
Left any fwain our amorous fecrets hear. 
Sylvia. 
^o every (hepherd I would mine .pfoclaim i 
IStnce fair Aminta is my fofteft theme : 
A ftranger to rhe loofe deliglus of love. 
My thoughts tlie nobler warmth of fncndiiip prove t 
And, while its pure and facred fire I .iing, 
Chafle goddefs-of thle grovesy tliy fuccour bring. 

Amary^lii. 
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Amaryllis. 
Propitious god of love, my bread infpire 
With all thy charms, with all thy pleafing fire j 
Projatious god oF love, thy fuccour bring, 
Whilft I thy darling, thy Alexis fmg ; 
Alexis, as die opening bloiToms fair. 
Lovely as Hjght, and foft as yielding air. 
For him each virgin fighs's and on the plains 
The happy youth above each rival reigns. 
Nor to the echoing groves, and whifpering fpring, 
In fweeter fbains does artful Conon fing ; 
When loud applaufes fill the crouded groves. 
And Phcebus the fuperior fong approves. 

: SYLYIA. 

Beauteous; Aminta is as early light. 
Breaking the melancholyUhades of night. 
When Ihe is near, all anxious trouble flies. 
And our reviving hearts confefs her eyes. 
Young* lovr, and blooming joy,' atid gay defircs, 
In every breailt ;he beauteous nymph infpires $ 
And on the.plidn when fhe no more appears. 
The plain a dark and gloomy profpe£i: wears. 
In vain the ftreams roll on : the eaflern breeze 
Dances in vain among the trembling trees s 
In vain the birds begin their evening fongr 
And to ti» £lent night their notes prolong ; 
Nor groves, nor cryftal ftreams, nor verdant field» 
Does wonted pleafure in her abfence yield. 

Vol. L-' . F Avlk* 
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Amaryllis. 

Andy in his abfence, all the peniive dzy 
In fome obfcure retreat I lonely flray j 
All day to the repeating caves complain. 
In mournful accents, and a dying flradn ; 
Dear lovely youth, I cry to all around ; 
Dear lovely youth, the flattering vales refound* 
Sylvia. 

On flowery banks, by every murmuring flreain^ 
Aminta is my Mufe^s fofteft theme : 
'Tis flie that does my artful notes refine : 
With fair Aminta*s name my nobkft verfe fiiaU ibifie* 
Amaryllis. 

I'll twine frcfli garlands for Alexis' brows, 

And coniecrate to him eternal: vows : 

The charming youth ihall my Apollo prove % 

He ihall adorn my ibsgt, and tunc my voifie to Ipftt^ 

To the Author of the (otegdng VAsianxk. 

T> Y Sylvia if thy charming felf be meant ^ 
•" If Friendflitp be thy virgin vows extent § 
Oh ! let me in Aminta's praifes join : 
Her's my efteem fliall be, my paflion thine* 
When for thy head the garland I prepare, 
A fecond wreath Aall bind Aminta's hair ; 
And, when my chdceft fongs thy worth proclliB^ - 
Ahernace- verfe (hall blefs Aminta's name ; - - 
My heart fhall own the juilice of her caufe, 
Ajod Lpvc himfelf fubmit to Friendihip's laws. : 



But, ify beneath thy numbers' foft difguifei 
Some favourM Twain, fprne true Alexis lies ; 
If Amaryllis hreai;^$ t^y fiecret pains. 
And thy fond heart ^ts xneafure to thy flralns} 
May*ft thou, howc'cpf Ji jfrie^y^, for ever find 
The flame propitious, and'thQ Jover kind ! 
May Venus long exert Iter happy power^ . ^ - . 
And make thy bearutyt. like thy verfe^ endure I : 
May every god his friendly aid afford, . . 
Pan guard thy flock, an^ Cores blefs thy board \ 

But, if by chance the feries of thy joys 

Permit one thought lefitft^f^^V^iP ^l^ 

Piteous tran&fer it to the.iBDV|rn£ul fyrain, . 
Who, loving much, wl>o, not-))elpv'4 agaioje 
Feels an ill-fated pafOjpn's lad: eioceCs, 
And dies in woe, tliat thou may'fl live in peace* 



TO A L A D Y« 

She refufing to continue a Dispute with me^ 
and leaving me miho A&gumsnt* 

A N O D B, 

L 
O PARE, generous vffitot, fpare the flave, 
^ Who did unequalWi'^ purfue 5 
That more than ttiiimpb lie might have^ 
In bei^g overcome by you. * 



i' PfelOR'S PdEMS,^ 

II. 

In the difpute whatc'cr I faiil, 

My heart was by my tongue belied ; » 
And in my looks you might hare read ' 

How much I argued on your fide. 

III. i 

You, far from danger as from fear, 

Migtit have fufbiin'd an open fight : 
For feldom jour opinions err 5 

Your eyes art always in the right. 
IV. 
Wliy, fair one, Would you not rely 

On Reafon's force with Beauty'^ join'd ? 
Could I eheir prevalence deny, i ■■ 

I muft at once<be deaf ahd blind. 

• V. ■■ ■ 

Alas ! not hoping to fubdue, 

I only to the fight afpir*d : 
To keep the beauteous foe in f4cw • 

Was all the glory I defi^'d., . . » 

.' ■ yi. ; ' ' • ■ 

But ilitf, howc'er of vi6tery fure. 
Contemns the wreath too long delay'd : 

And, arm'd with more immediatt power^ 
Calls cruel filence to heraid. 

■ y^.. . - • 

Deeper to wound, ihe Aiups tlie fight { 
She drops her arms, to ^;ain the field ; 

Secures her conqueft by her flight ; 
Aiid triumphs, when (he feems to yield. 

VllL So» 



PR lOR'S jPO E M S. 

vm. : 

So, when the Parthian turn'il his deed. 
And from the hoflile camp withdrew, 

With cruel Ikill the backward reed 
He fentj and^ as he Bed^ he flew. 



Seeing the Duke of Ormond's Pieturc 
. atSir 6oi>FitaT; Kn£LL£r's.^ 

/^ U T from the injured canvas, Kneller, ftrike • 

^^ Thefe lines too faint : the pifture is not like. 

Exalt thy thought, and try thy toil again : 

Dreadful in arms^ on Landen's glorious plain 

Place Ormondes duke : impendent in the air 

Let his keen fabre, comet-like, appear, 

Where'er it points, denouncing death : below 

!Dniw routed fquadrons, and the numerous foe. 

Falling beneath, or flying from his blow : 

Till, weak with wounds, and covered o'er with blood 

Which from the Patriot's breafl in torrents flow'd. 

He faints; his fteed no longer feels the rein $ 

But ihimbles o'er the heap, his hand had (lain. 

And now exhaufted, bleeding, pale he lies } 

Lovely, fad obje& ! in his half-clos'd eyes 

Stem vengeance yet, and hoflile terror fland : 

His front yet tlireatens, and liis frowns command. 

The Gallic chiefs their troops around him call s 

Fear to approach him> though they fee hi(U fall.^^ 

, ' F3 0¥Liit\\«^ 



} 
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O Kneller, could thy blades and lights exprefs 
The perfcft hero in that glorious iJrtft/ 
Ages to come might Ohinbhd's pi^re kiio#V ' 
And palms for thee beneath his Itiurels fjttyw*' ' 
In fpite of time, thy work ffirighl ^Ht- flliMf t * 
Nor Homer's colours lad fo long as thine. 

CKLIA TO IXA'MON. 

** Atqu6 In araore mala haec proprio, fumm^<jue fectindo 
*' Invchiuritur,— *• Luctct. lib. iv, . 

TT7HAT can I fay, what irgumetitfe ctth fte^m - 
^ ^ My truth, what colours- eaii defcribe niy lo?e, 

Jf its excefs and fury be not kn<>Wn> 

Jn what thy Celiahaj alreftdy done? 

Thy infafit flames, Wftilft yet they were eon^eaFd 

In timorous doubts, with pity I behckl j 

With eafy fmifes difpell'd the filent fear. 

That durft not tell me what I dy'd to hear. 

In vain I ftrove to check my growing flame. 

Or fhelter paffion under friendihip's name : 

You faw my heart, how it my tbngue bely'd ; 

And when you prefs'd, how faintly I deny'd.*-* 
Ere guat-dian thought could bring its fcato*r\l ^IcF^ 

Ere tcafon could fupport the doubting maid, ' ' 

My foul furpriK*di and-ffdm herfclf disjoin'd," -*• * 

Left all rcfcrVc, and all tin: fcx, behind: 

From 
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From your command her ioiodoM (he receiv'cl ; 
And not for me, but you, fhe breath'd and lit'd. 

But ever bleft be Cytherea's (brine, 
And fires eternal on her altars (bine ! 
Since thy dear bread has felt an equal wound ; 
Since in thy kindnefs my dcfires are crown'd. 
By thy each look, and thought, and care^ 'tis fhown, 
Thy joys are center'd all in me alone ; 
And furs I am, thou wouldft not change this hour 
For all the white ones Fate has in its power.— 

Yet thus belo?'d, thus loTing to excefs^ 
Yet thus rccciTiBg and returning blifs. 
In this greet moment, in this golden now. 
When every trace of what, or when, or how. 
Should from my foul by raging love be toruy 
And far on fwelling feas of rapture borne 5 
A melancholy tear zffiiGts my eye^ 
And my heart labours with a fudden figh ; 
Invading fears repel my coward joy. 
And ills forefecn the prcfent blifs deftroy. 

Poor as it is, this beauty was the caufe, 
That with firft fighs your panting bofom rofe: 
But with no owner Beauty long will fVay, 
Upon the wings of Time borne fwift away ; 
Pafs but fome fleeting years, and thefe poor eyes 
(Where now without a boaft fome luftre lies) 
No longer Aall their little honours keepi 
Shall only be of ufc to read or weep : 
And on this forehead, where your verfe has faid, 
The Loves delighted^ and the Graces pVa^'d^ 

F 4 luWixvci^ 
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Infuldng age will trace his cruel way, 
And leaye fad marks of his <)e{^ru£tive fway. 

Mov'd by my charms, with them your love may ceafe. 
And as the fuel links, the flame decreafe : 
Or angry heaven may quicker darts preparet 
And ficknefs flrike what time a while would fpare. 
Then will my fwain his glowing vows renew; 
Then will his throbbing heart to mine beat true 2 
When my own face deters me from my glafs^ 
And Kneller only ihews what Cclia was i 

Fantaftic Fame may found her wild alarms j 
Your country, as you think, may want your arms. ' 
You may negled, or quench, or hatei the flame, 
Whofe fmoke too long obfcur'd your riiing name 1 
And quickly cold indifference will enfue. 
When you Love's joys through Honour's optic view; 

Then Celia's Joudcft prayer will prove too weak. 
To this abandon'd brcaft to bring you backj 
When my loft lover the tall ihip afcends. 
With mufic gay, and wet with jovial friends. 
The tender accent of a woman's cry 
Will pafs unheard, will unregarded die ; 
When the rough feaman's louder fliouts prevail, •> 
When fair Occafion ihews the fpringing gale, I 

And Intereft guides the helm, and Honour fwells | 
the fail. J 

Some wretched lines, from this negle£led hand. 
May find my hero on the foreign ftrand. 
Warm with new fires, and pleas'd with new com- 
mand $ 
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While ihe wbo wrote themi, qf. all joy bepefv^ 

To the rude cenfure of , the world 19 left { r 

Her maDgle4 fame in barbarous p^ltim^. lofty 

The coxcomb's novel, and the drunkard's toaft. . 

But nearer care (O pardon it!) Aipplies 
Sighs to my bread, and forrow to my eyes. , 
Love, Love himfelf (the only friend,! have) 
May fcom )m. triumph, having bound his ilave. , 
That tyrant-gpd, that refills conqueror. 
May quit his pleafure, to adert his power; 
Forfake the provinces that bkfs his fway. 
To vanquifli thofe which will not yet obey. 

Another Nymph with fatal power may rife. 
To damp the finking beams of Celia's eyes $• 
With haughty pride may hear her charms confefl, 
And fcora the ardent vows that I have bled. 
You every night may figh for her in vain, 
And rife each morning to fbme frefh difdain : 
While Celia's foftcft look may ceafe to charm. 
And her embraces want the power to warm : 
While thefe fond arms, thus circling you, may prove 
Mofe heavy chains than thofe of hopelefs love. 

Juft Gods 1 all other things their like produce t 
The vine arifes from her mother's juice : 
When feeble plants or tender flowers decay,* 
They to their feed their images convey : 
Where the old m3rrtle her good influence iheds. 
Sprigs of like leaf ere6^ their filial heads : 
And when the parent rofe decays and dies. 
With a refembling face the daughtcr-bud% «cV[t. 

5 tV^L 
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That proitaft only ^irhich ©tir paffions bear 
Eludes the planters' miferable care. 
While blooming Lo?c allures tis golden fruity 
Some inboni potfon taints the fecret root ; 
Soon fall the flowen of Joy» foon feeds of Hatred | 
ihoot. 
Savy fhepherdy fay, are thefe refle£Hons trtie? 
Or wa^ it but the woman's fear that drtw ' 
This cruel fcene, vwjuft to love and you? 
Will you be only and for ever mine ? 
Shall neither time nor age our fouls disjoin ? 
From tliis dear bofora ihall I ne'er "be torn ? 
Or you grow cold, refpeftful, and forfwom-? 
And can you not for her you love do moFC 
Than any youth for any nymph before ? 

Pkologus fpokea by Lord Buckhvrst, 
in Westminster-School, 

at a reprefentatioii of Mr. Dryden's CLBOMtNBt 
RtCbriftmas, 1695. 

I3ISH, lord, I wiik this prologue was but Greeks 
"^ Then young Cleonidas would boldly fpeak : 
But can lord Buckhuril in poor Engliih fay^ 
Gentle fpe6btors, pray excufe the play } 
No, witnefs all ye Gods of ancient Greece, 
Rather than condefcend to texm« like theiey 
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I'd go to fchool fix hours on Chriftmas-day, 
Or conftrue Pcrfius while my comrades play. 
Such work by hireling aftors Ihould be done^ 
Who tremWe wV^n'they fee « critic fmwn* 
Poor roguesy d)at fmart like fencers for ch«ir bread. 
And, if they are not wounded, are not fed. 
But, Sirs, our labour has more nbble ends. 
We zGt our tragedy to fee our friends : 
Our generous fcenes are for pure- love repeated. 
And if you are not pleas'd, at leaft you 're treated. 
The candles an4 the cloatht ourfdvoft we bougl)C, 
Our tops nt^dOxd, and our balls forgot. . 
To learn our parts, \^e left our midnight bed> 
Mofl of you fnorVi whilffc Cleomenes read ; 
Not that from this confefHoh we would fue 
Praife undeferv'd ; wt know ourffilyes and yoa c 
Refolv'd to fland or pehfh by our caufe, 
We neithei: cenfure fear, nor beg applmiie. 
For thefe are Weftroinftcr and Sparta't laws. 
Yet, if we fee feme judgemaiit well inclined. 
To young dcftrt, and growing Tirtiic kind. 
That critic by tea thou£uid marks ihould kaaw, 
That greatefl fouls, co goodnefs only bow $ 
And that yonr little hero does iaherit 
Not Cleomenes' more than Dorfet's fpirit. 
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An Ode^ prefented to the King^ 

On his Majesty's Arrival in HolianDi ' 
after the Queen's Death, 1695. ' 

** Quis deiiderio iic pudor aut modus 
" Tarn cari^ capitis? praecipe lugubrcs 
•*Cantus, Mdpomcne." 

I. 
A T Mary^ tomb (fad faoied place I ) 
•^^ The Virtues fliall their vigils keep : 
And every Mufe, and every Grace, 
In folemn ftate ihall ever weep. 
II. 
The future pious, mournful fair. 
Oft as the rolling years return. 
With fragrant wreaths and flowing hair, 
Shall vifit her diftinguiih'd urn. 
III. 
For her the wife and great fhall mourn, 
When late records her deeds repeat: 
Ages to come, and men unborn. 
Shall blefs her name, and figh her fate. 
IV. 
Fair Albion ihall, with faithful truft. 

Her holy queen's fad reliques guard. 

Till Heaven awakes the precious dud. 

And gives the Saint her full reward. 

V.But 
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V. 

But let the king d^niifs his Woes, 

Refle6Hng on his fair renown t 
And take the cyprefs from his brows. 

To put hk wonted laurels on. 
VI. 
If preft by grief cnxT monarch ftoo{». 

In vsun the Britiih lions roar : 
If he, whofe hand fufVain'd them^ droops,. 

The Belglc dnits will wound no more. 
VII. 
Embattled princes Wait the chiof, - 

Whofe voice' ^oifld rule, whofe arm ihoold lead ; 
Andy in kind murmurs, chide that grief. 

Which hinders Europe being freed^ ■ ' . .\ 
VIIT. 
The great exampQeihey demand- 

Who fliU to oonqiieft led the way ; 
Wiihing him prdfant to command, . 

As theyHand^readyto obey. .. . i . i '.:.. .^ 
IX. 
They feek that joyV- which us'd to glow. 

Expanded <m jdie^H^ro's face; .... . 
When the tliick fquadrons preft the foe^ 

And WUlismkd.the glorious cbace. . 
X. 
To give the mourning nations^iojr, 

Reftare thrift t)^-«ufpicious lig^t, 
•reat fun : with radiant beams deiboy 

Thofe clouds, which top th^Q fmi^^ii^. 
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XL' 

Let thy fublime^mectcliaa courfi^ --ri ' 

For Mary*s fet|bg Ftys iftone d 
Our luftrc, yntli, nedoUtHtMl. foYfifr . -. : . 

Mud now procAtd from thipr4iaiiQ» 
XIU 
See, pious kiog^ with diiferwmii4^. 

Thy ftruggling: AWott'ft'UtWl^Jinr . 
So mud^ihs fearafor WiJUimn'ilifify^. . 

That Mary'^ifkci ib&*)dars% niot i^oilcai.' 

xm.. 

Her beauty, in thy fofter hal£ ^.fiiicj.'i: : 
. i . iBuxy^Ftaodioftrrihe ougiittio gn§^p . 
But let hft ftrengtlvin thee bf^iafe^ : i:.! . 
And let hevtwnep; htt-kt to iivi»* ,1 <. 

xrv. 

Thou, guardian abgeUiavc (he liuul: ir 

From thy ^wn grief, hefiievccft foe^\ . 
Left Britain, refcucd. hyr thy? hufd^f -; rr: f J 

Should bend and fiak. bsnoitkthy.irt)^.. 
XV. ( 
Her formar tiipjimphs all ut.rzfn,' r. .' 

Unlefs new tropes :ftill:bbfoiight^ -./J/ 
Aad hoards msje&y (uduns^u - /« ;w..> 

The battlt8. which thy yootti hoffiniglM. 
XVI. 
Where now is ^IduK fearfut lofC^ ' ' ' 

Which made b0F Ymti xhtWM^ d«irms> 
That foft exttfi) with which dl6 iiw¥e 
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XVH. 
While ftill Ihe tlud the coming fpring, 

Which call'd him o'er hit fubjcd feas^ i j 
While, for t^^ (afety of tl^ King, . , . r 

She wifh'd the vigor's glory kfs. /_ 

XYHL 

*Tis changM; 't}s gone: fad Britwaji now 
Haftenshef-lprd to foreign >vvs 4 I 

Happy, if toiU «nay break his MWie, > ;. 

Or danger jftay diviCrt 1»9 cw«. .r. . . :'.s 

In martial 4miilie drowns her.figfht^ . •. ' , : fT 

Led he the rirm^^ef:ihiNdd heart ^ ^ 

She pulls her helmet o'er hbteyts^ ■'■''■ > ^ i 

Left he ihonhliee the^faiBnc^tear;:. 
XX. . 
Go, mighty, ptince; iletFriflicc be taught, • " 

How conftant tninds by gnsf^re try'd 9 

How great dK landr- that wept and lbugh|^ 

When Williaialed^ and Mary^^jfU '- 

Fierce in tli»'1)attle^r»ke it known^ "- ' - "; *' 
Where deadi'imKftll m ^Mt^'is'ften, ^' 

That he can touch- thy heafri^ith none, ^ "'^ 

But that wfakfa: ftitick ih^ beautiioiis qtitezi;' ^ 

XXII.^ 

Belgia indulged her open grfef, ' ," ' ' 

White yet tier' maftcrtiraspo^ncwi . , 

With fuUen pride refiis'd rtlfe^ ' ' •- » 
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As waters from her fluices, flowVf 

Unboutxdcd forrow from hfcr eytt i ■ * ' 
To earth her bended -front fhe bow'd. 

And fent her wailings to the flttesi 

XXIV. 
But whcn'her thnbus lord retulti^dy 

Rais'd is her head» her cy^s arc dryM j 
She fmiles, as WiUiatn iMfetihad AiournVJ, . 
She looks, as Maiy ne^ had d/dl -j'-l, Aj 
XXV. 
That freedom «rh!eh4iU (orrowz cUinif' I -m. .-.. . 

She does foKthy boncent^re^gnt 
Her piety itfelf would btatney' .'.w>; ; 

If her regretr:&Qoidiwtaken thine. . 
XXVL 
To cure (hy woe, -ihe iheWs thy fame ; 
Left the great mdumer ihould foi^. 
That all,the^rlce» iMdience Oraxlge came^ / . 

Made Vioneimudiph over Fate*. . • : / < / 

XX.VJH. 
WilUam his cooatry'soiufe could fighc» 

And with l^s,bloq4^^:tcdp9i^jM . .: // 
Maurice and Henry gl^rd that rights i . . : . 
For which their jiiouipacenu &1L , ■ ,, 

"xxyiii. 

How heroes rife, how papiots fet, • 
Thy father's b}oom and death may tdil : 

Excelling others, theic were gjreat: . ; ,i , 
Thoui greater (Sil^ nmft tt^. fCCciQ. . . 
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XXIX, 

The laft fair inftaoce thou muft give. 

Whence Naflau's viit^i« can be try*d ; 
And fhew the world, thit thou canA live 

Intrepid, as thy confort dy'dj 
XXX. 
Thy virtue, whofe refiiUefs force 

No dire event could ever ftay, 
Muft carry on its deftin'd coutic; 

Though death and envy ftop the way. 
XXXI. 
For Britain's fake, for Belgia's, liv« : 

Pierc'd by tl^eir grief, forget thy own j 
New toils endure, new oonqucft give. 

And bring them eafe, though tlK)u haft none. 

xxx«. 

Vanquifli again ; though fhe be gone, 

Whofe garland crown'd tlie vi6lor's hair : 
And reign, though fhe has left the throne. 

Who made tliy glory worth thy care. 
XXXIII. 
Fair Britain never yet before 

Breathed to her king an ufelefs prayer : . 
Fond Belgia never did implore, 

While William turn*d averfc his ear. 
XXXIV. 
But, fhould the weeping hero now 

Relentlefs to their wifhes prove ; 
Should he recall, with pleafing woe. 

The object of his grief and love ; 
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XXXV. 

Her face with thoufand beauties blefl. 

Her mind with thoufand virtues ftor'd, 
Her power with bound lefs joy confeft. 

Her perfon only not ador'd : 
XXXVI. 
Yet ought his forrow to be chcckt; 

Yet ought his paflioiis to abate ; 
If the great mourner would refleft, 

Her glory in her deatli coropleat. 
XXXVII. 
She was in{lru6led to command. 

Great king, by long obeying thee ; 
Her fcepter, guided by thy hand, 

Preferv'd the ifles, and rul'd the fea. 
XXXVIII. 
But oh ! 'twas little, that her life 

O'er earth and water bears thy fame : 
In death, 'twas worthy William's wife, 

Amidft the ftars to fix his name. 
XXXIX. 
Beyond where matter moves, or place 

Receives its forms, thy virtues roll ; 
From Mary's glory, angels trace 

The beauty of her partner's foul. 
XL. 
Wife Fate, which does its heaven decree 

To heroes, when they yield their breath. 
Ma flcns thy triumph. Half of thee 

Is deify'd before thy death. 
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XLI. 
Alone to thy renown 'tis given. 

Unbounded through all worlds to go : 
While (he, great Saint, rejoices Heaven ; 

And thou fuftain'fl the orb below. 



In Imitation of Anacreon. 

T ET them cenfure : what care 1 ? 
•*— ' The herd of critics I defy. 
Let the wretches know, I write, 
Regardlefs of their grace or fpite. 
No, no : the fair, the gay, the young. 
Govern the numbers of my fongj 
All that they approve is fweet ; 
And all is fenfe that they repeat. 

Bid the warbling Nine retire ; 
Venus, firing thy fervant's lyre j 
Love fhall be my endlefs theme ; 
Pleafure (hall triumph over Fame : 
And, when thefe maxims I decline, 
Apollo, may thy fate be mine ! 
May I grafp at empty praife ,* 
And lofe the nymph, to gain the bays ? 



G 1 OTi^. 
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O D E 

Sur la Prife cfe N A M u r, 
par les Armes du R o i, I'Annee 1692. 

Par Monfieur BoiLEAU Despreavx. 

I. 

QUELLE doStfi &i, fainte y vreffc 
Aujourd'hui me fait la loi ? 
Chaftcs Nymphes du Perraeflie, 
!N*eft-cc pas vous que je voi ? 
Accourez, troupe f9avante : 
Des fons que raa lyre enfante j 
Ces arbrcs font rejoiiis : 
Marqucz en bien la cadence : 
Et vous, vents, faites filencc : 
Je vais parler de Louis. / 

IL 
Dans fes chanfons immortelles, 
Corome un aigle audacieux, 
Pindare etendant fes aides, 
Fuit loin des vulgaires yeux. 
Mais, 6 ma fidele lyre. 
Si, dans I'ardeur qui m'infpirc, 
Tu peus fuivre mes tranfports ; 
Les chenes des monts de Thrace 
N'ont rien oiii, que n'efFace 
La douceur de tes accords. 

UL Eft-cc 
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AN ENGLISH BALLAxD, 

On the Taking of Namur by the King of 
GRtAT Britain, 1695. 
" Duke eft dcfipere in loco." . 

I. and II. 

"iQ O ME folks are drunk, yet do not know it: 
^ So might not Bacchus give you law ? 
Was it a Mufe, O lofty Poet, 

Or Virgin of St. Cyr, you faw ? 
Why all this fury ? what 's the matter, 

That oaks muft come from Thrace to dance ? 
Muft ftupid ftocks be taught to flatter ? 

And is there no fuch wood in France ? 
Why muft the winds all hold their tongue ? 

If they a little breath fhould raife, 
Would that have fpoiPd the Poet's fong, 

Or pufF'd away the Monarch's praife ? 

Pindar, that eagle, mounts the Ikies, 

While Virtue leads the noble way : 
Too like a vulture Boileau- flies, 

Where fordid Intereft lliews the prey. 
When once the Poet's honour ceafes, 

From reafon far his tranfports rove : 
And Boileau, for eiglit hundred pieces, 

Makes Louis take the wall of Jove. 

G 3 llL^t^vwat 
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III. 

Eft-ce Apollon ct Neptune, 
Qui fur CCS rocs fourcilleux 
Onty compagnons de Fortune, 
Bafli ces murs orgueilleux ? 
De leur enceinte fameufe 
La Sambre unie a la Meufe, 
Defend le fatal abord ; 
£t par cens bouches horribles 
L'airain fur ces monts terribks 
Vomit le fer, & la mort. 

IV. 
Dix mille vaillans AJcides 
Les bordant de toutes parts,. 
D' Eclairs au loin homicides 
Font petiller leurs remparts : 
£t dans fon fein infidele 
Par toute la terre y recclc 
Un feu pret a s'elancer^ 
Qui foudain pergant fon goufre, 
Ouvre un fcpulchre de foufre, 
A quiconque ofe avancer. 

V. 
Namur, devant tes muraillcs 
Jadis la Grcce eut vingt ans 
Sans fruit veu les funerailles 
De fes plus fiers combattans. 
Qjielle effroyablc puiflancc 
Aujourd'hui pourtant s'avancc. 



Pretc 
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III. 

Neptune and Sol came from above^ 

Shap'd like Megrigny and Vauban : 
They arm'd thcfe rocks ; then ihew'd old Jove 

Of Marli wood the wondrous plan. 
Such walls, thefe three wife Gods agreed. 

By human force could ne'er be ihaken : 
But you and I in Homer read 

Of gods, as well as men, mi(\aken. 
Sambre and Maefe their waves may join ; 

But ne'er can William's force reftrain : 
He'll pafs them both, who pafs'd the Boyne : 

Remember this, and arm the Seine. 
IV. 
Full fifteen thoufand lufty fellows 

With fire and fword the fort maintain : 
Each was a Hercules, you tell us ; 

Yet out they march'd, like common men. 
Cannons above, and mines below. 

Did death and tombs for foes contrive : 
Yet matters have been orcler'd fo. 

That moft of us are ftill alive. 
V. 
If Namur be compared to Troy j 

Then Britain's boys excell'd the Greeks : 
Their fiege did ten long years employ ; 

We 've (lone our bufinefs in ten weeks. 
What godhead does fo faft advance. 

With dreadful power, thofe hills to gain ? 
'Tis little Will, the fcourge of France ; 

No godhead, but the firll of mtiv. 

G 4 "^^^ 
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Prete a foxidroycr tes itionts ? 
Q^el bruit, quel feu I'environne ? 
C*eft Jupher en pcrfonne ,• 
Ou c'eft le vainqueur de Mons. 

VI. 

N'en doute point : c*cft lui-meme. 
Tout brillc en lui ; tout eft roi. 
Dans Bruxelles NafTau bl^me 
^Commence a trembler pour toi. 
En vain il voit le Batave, 
Deformais docile efclave, 
Rang6 fous fes «tendarts : 
£n vain au lion Belgique 
II voit 1' aigle Germanique 
-tJni fous les leopards. 

VII. 

Plein de la frayeur nouvelIe> 

Dont fes fens font agites, 

A fon fecours il appelie 
Xes peuples les plus vantes. 
'Ceux-la viennent du rivage, 
"Ou s'enorgueillit le Tage 

De Tor, qui roule en fes eaux ; 
'Ceux-ci des -champs, ou la neigc 

Des marais de la Norvege 

^Meuf mois couvrc les rofcaux. 



Vlir. Mars 



'His mortal arm exerts the power 

To keep e*en Mons*s vi6tor under : 
And that fame Jupiter no more 

Shall fright the World with impious thunder- 
VI. 
- Our King thus trembles at Namur ; 

Whilft Villeroy, who ne*er afraid is. 
To Bruxelles marches on fecure, 

To bomb the monks, and fcarc the ladies- 
After this glorious expedition. 

One battle makes the Marlhal great : 
^He muft perform the King's commiffion t 
Who knows but Orange may retreat ? 
'Kings are allowed to feign the gout. 
Or be prevail'd with not to fight : 
And mighty Louis hop'd, no doubt. 

That William would preferve that right. 

vir. 

•'From Seine and Loyrc, to Rhone and Fo> 

See every mother's fon appear : 
In fuch a cafe ne'er blame a foe. 

If he betrays fome little fear. 
He comes, the mighty Villeroy comes ; 

Finds a fmall river in his way : 
So waves his colours, beats his drums ; 

And thinks it prudent there to ftay. 
The Gallic troops breathe blood and war; 

The Marfhal cares not to march fafter : 
'Poor Villeroy moves fo (lowly here, 

'We fancied all,' it was his Maftcr. 

6 
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VIII. 
Mais qui fait enfler la Sambre ? 
Sous les Jumeaux etfray^s, 
Des froids torrcns dc Dccembrc 
Les champs par tout font noyes. 
Ceres s'cnfuit, cploree 
De voir en proye a Boree 
Ses guerets d'epics charges, 
£t fous les urns fangeufcs 
Des Hyades orageufcs 
Tous fcs trefors fubmerges. 

IX. 

D^ploycz toutcs vos rages, 
Princes, vents, pcuples, friinats ; 
RamaiTez tous vos nuages ; 
RaiTemblez tous vos foldats. 
Malgre vous Namur en poudrc 
S'en va tomber fous la foudre 
Qui domta Lille, Courtray, 
Gand la fuperbc Efpagnole, 
Saint Omer, Bczan^on, Dole, 
Ypres, Maftricht, & Cambray. 

X. 

Mes pr^fages s'accompliflcnt : 
. II commence a chanceler : 
Sous les coups qui recentiifent 
Ses murs s'en vont s'ccroulcr, * 



Mars 
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VIII. 

Will no kind flood, no friendly rain, 

Difguifc the MarfhaFs plain difgracc ? 
No torrents fwell the low Mehayne > 

The world will fay, he durft not pafs. 
Why will no Hyades appear, 

Dear Poet, on the banks of Sambrc 5 
Juft as they did that mighty year. 

When you turnM June into December } 
The water-nymphs are too unkind 

To Villeroy ; are the land-nymphs fo ? 
And fly they all, at once combined 

To fhame a General, and a Beau > 
IX. 
Truth, juflice, fenfc, religion, fame. 

May join to finifli William's flory : 
Nations fet free may blcfs his name : 

And France in fecret own his glory. 
But Ypres, Maftricht, and Cambray, 

Befan^on, Ghent, St. Omers, Lifle, 
Courtray, and Dole — Ye critics, fay, 

How poor to this was Pindar's ftyle ? 
With eke*s and alfo's tack thy ftrain. 

Great bard ! and fing the deathlefs Prince, 
Who loft Namur the fame campaign 

He bought Dixmuyd, and plundered Dcjmfc. 
X. 
I '11 hold ten pound my dream is out : 

I *d tell it you, but for the rattle 
Of thofe confounded drums ; no doubt 

Yon' bloody rogues intend a baide. 



T^<i«t 
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Mars en feu qui les domine, 
Souffle a grand bruit Icur ruine^ 
£t Ids bombes dans ks a^rs 
Allant cherchcr k toonew, 
SemMcnt tombant fur k terra, 
Vouloir s'ouvrir ks enfers. 

XL 

Accotrrez, Naffau, Bavierc, 
De ces murs Punique efpdr : 
A couvert d*une riviere 
Venez : vous porivez tout voir. 
Confiderez ces approches : 
Voyez grimper fur ces roches 
Ces athktes bellfqueux ; 
• Et dans ks eatix, dans la flame, 
Louis a tout donnant I'amc, 
Marclier, courir avec ec^x. 

XIL 

Contempkz dans la tenrpete, 
' Q^i fort de ces boiikvars, 

La plume qui fur fa tete 

Attire tous ks regards. 

A cet a(b% redoubtable 

Toujomrs un fOrt favorabkt 
' S'attache dans ks combats : 
' Et toujours avec la gloi^e 

Mars amemmt la vi£toire 
^ Vole, ^ k fuk ^ grttds p«Sr 



X"!^. CaWoA.^ 
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Dear me ! a hundred thoufand French 

With terror fill the neighbouring field : 
While William carries on the trench, „ 
Till both the town and caftle yield. 
Villeroy to Boufflers feould advance, 

Says Mars, through cannons* mouths iji fire ; 
Jd eft, one Marefchal of France 

Tells t'otlier, he can come no nigher, 
XI. 
Regsdn the lines the ihorteft way, 

Villeroy j or to Verfailles take ppA;^ 
For, having feen it, thou canft fay 

The fteps, by which Namur was loft. 
The fmoke and flame nuy vex tliy fight : 

Look not once back : but, as thou gQeil, 
Quicken the fquadrons in their Eight, 
And bid the devil take the floweft. 
Think not what rcAfon to product, 
From Louis to conceal thy fear : 
He *11 own the ftrength of tliy excufe ; 
Tell him that William was but these, 
XII* 
Now let us look for Loius' feather, 
That us'd to fhine fo like a ftar : 
The Generals could not get together, 

Wanting that influence, great in war, 
O Poet I thou hadfl: been difcreeter, 

Hanging the monarch's hat fo high j 
If thou hadfl dubb'd thy liar, a meteor. 
That did but blaze, and rove, and die. 
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XIII. 

Grands defFenfeurs de PEfpagne, 
Montrez-vous : il en eft terns : 
Courage ; vers la Mahagne 
Voila vos drapeaux flottans. 
Jamais fes ondes craiutlves 
N*ont vcu fur leurs foibles rives 
Tant de guerriers s'amafTer. 
Courez done : Qjii vous retardc ? 
Tout Punivers vous regarde. 
N'ofez vous la traverfer ? 

XIV. 
Loin de fermer le palTage 
A vos nombreux bataillons, 
Luxembourg a du rivage 
Recule fes pavilions. 
Quoi ? leur feul afpeft vous glace ? 
Ou font ces chefs pleins d'audace, 
Jadis (i prompts a marcher, 
Qui devoient de la Tamife, ' 
£t de la Drave foumife, 
Jufqu' a Paris nous diercher ? 

XV. 

Cependant I'effroi redouble 
Sur les remparts de Namur. 
Son gouverneur qui fe trouble 
S'enfuic fous fon dernier mur. 

3 D<ia 
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XIII. 

To animttc the doubtful fight, 

Namur in vain expe£h that ray r 
In vain France hopes, the fickly h'ght 

Should ihine near William's fuller day 5 
It knows Verfailles, its proper ftation , 

Nor cares for any foreign fphere : 
Where you fee Boileau's conftellation. 

Be fure no danger can be near. 

xrv. 

The French had gatherM all their force j 

And William met them in their way : 
Yet off they brufh'd, both foot and horfc. 

What has friend Boilcau left to fay ? 
When his high Mufe is bent upon *t, 

To fmg her king — that great commander, 
Or on the (hores of Hellefpont, 

Or in the valleys near Scamander; 
Would it not fpoil his noble talk. 

If any foolilh Phrygian there is, 
Impcninent enough to alk, 

How far Namur may be from Paris ? 

XV. 

Two ftanzas more before we end, 

Of death, pikes, rocks, arms, bricks, and fire r 
Leave them behind you, honeft friend ; 

And with your countrymen retire. 

Your 



9(f: p R I a R's r o e m s. 

Deja jufques a fes pontes 

Je voi montcr nos cobortes, 

La flame & 1^ £&r £n mw : 

Et fur les monceaux de piques, 

Dc Qprps uxorts, de wcs, de briques, , 

S'ouvrir un large chemin. 

XVI. 

C'en eft fait. Je viens d'enteridre 
Sur CCS rochers ^perdus 
Battre un fignal pour ie rcndre j 
Le feu ccffe. lis iont rcndus. 
Depoiiillez vptre arrogance, 
Fiers enemis de Ja Frajice, 
Et deforpiais gracif ux, 
Allez a Liege, a Bruxelje*, 
Porjcr les hymbles poyelles 
Dc'Namur pris a vps yeux. 
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Your ode is fpoilt j Namur is freed ; 

For Dixmuyd fomcthing yet is due : 
So good count Guifcard may (tfocetd ; 

But Boufflcrs, Sir, one word with you.— 
XVl. 
'Tis done. In (ight of thefe cotnmanderf j 

Who neither fight^ not raifc tlm fwgfi^t 
The foes ef France inarch fafe tjiirougb fhut^i ; 

Divide to BruxeUes, or to Liege« 
Send, Fame, this news to Trianon, 

That Boufflers may new honours gai4^ : 
He the fame play by had has fheWs^ 

As Tourville did Bpcn the maid. 
Yet is the Marfhal mside a peer : 

O Witliam, may thy irms tdwtaat ! 
That he may ifte Dinant next year. 

And fo be conflablcr of France. 



'Vol. L fL K'^ 
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AN O D E. 

I. 

^X^ H E merchant, to fecure his tfeafore, 
"^ Conveys it in a borrowed name : 
Euphelia fervcs to grace my meafure j 
But Cloe is my real flame. 

n. 

My fofteft verfc, my darling lyre. 

Upon Euphelia's toilet lay ; 
When Cloe noted her defire. 
That I ihould fing, that I ihould play« 
.• 
UI. 

My lyre I tune, my voice I raife, 
But with my numbers mix my (ighs ; 

And, whilfl I fmg Euphelia's praife, 
I fix my foul on Cloe*s eyes. 

IV. 

Fair Cloe blufli'd : Euphelia frown'd : 

I fung, and gaz'd : I play'd, and trembled ; 

And Venus to the Loves around 
Remark'd^ how ill we all difTcmbled. 



.Pr«(cQte 
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Prefented to the King, at his Arrival in Holland, 
after the Difcovery of the Conspiracy, 1696. 

" Serus in coelum rcdeas, cHuque 
" Laetus interfis populo Quirini : 
*• Neve te noflris vitiis iniquum 

** Ocyor aura 
*« Tollat — '* Hor. ad Auguftum, 

"XT E careful angels, whom eternal Fate 
■*• Ordains, on earth and human a6ls to wait ; 
Who turn with fecrct power this relllcfs hall, 
And bid prcdeAin'd empires rife and fail : 
Your facred aid religious monarchs own ; 
When firft they mirit, then alcend the throne : 
But tyrants, dread you, left your juft decree 
Transfer the power, and fet the people free. 
See refcued Britain at your altars how j 
And hear her hymns your happy care avow : 
That flill her axes and her rods fupport 
The judge's frown, and grace the awful court j 
That Law with all her pompous terror ftands. 
To wreft the dagger from the traitor's hands j 
And rigid Jullice reads the fatal word, 
Poifes the balance firft, then draws the fword. 

Britain her fafety to your guidance owns, 
That ftie can ftparatc parricides from fons ; 
That, impious rage difarm'd, flic lives and reigns. 
Her freedom kept by him, who broke her chains. 

H 1 Ktv^ 
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And thou, great miniftcr, above the reft 
Qf guardian fpirits, be thou for ever blcft ; 
'Thou who of old waft Tent to Ifrael's court. 
With fecret aid great David's ftrong fuppoit. 
To mock the frantic rage of cruel Saul, 
And ftrike the ufclefs javelin to the wall. 
Thy later care o'er WiUiam's temples held. 
On Boyne*s propitious baoks, the heavenly ihield f 
Vyhen power divine did fovereign right declare ; 
And cannons mark'd whom they were bid to fpare. 

Still, hlcned angely be thy care the fame ! 
Be William's life untouched, as is his fame ? 
l^et liim own tliine, as Britain owns his hand c 
S^ve thou the King, as he has fav'd the land I 

We angels' forms in pious ihonarchs view t 
We reverence William j for he a6^s fike you % 
Like you, commiilion'd to thaftifelind blefs, 
lie muft avenge the world, and give it peace* 

Indulgent Fate our potent prayer receives ; 
And ftill Britannia fmiles, and William lives. 
The hero dear to earth, by heaven bclov'd. 
By troubles muft be vex'd, by dangers prov'd t 
His foes muft aid, to make his fame compleat» 
And fix hii throne fccure on their defeat. 

So, though with fudden rage the tempeft comes ; 
Though the winds roar j and though the water fcams ( 
Imperial Bikain on the fej> looks down. 
And fmiling fees her rebel-fubjefts firown. 
Striking her clitf, the ftorm confirms her power; 
The w«v«8 but wliiten her triumpliant ihore $ 
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In vain ihey would advauce, in vain retreat j 
Broken they dafli, and j>eri(h at her feet. 

For William ftill new wonders ihall be fhown J 
The powers, that refcued, (hall prcfer\'e the throne* 
Safe on his darling Britain's joyful (ei\y 
Behold, the monarch plows his liquid way : 
His fleets in thunder through the world declare, 
Whofc empire the\' obev, whofe arms they l)ear. 
Blefs'd by afpiring winds, he finds the ftrand "J 

Blacken'd with crouds ; he fees the nation (land, f 

Blefling his fafety, proud of his command. j 

In various tongues he hears the captains dwell 
On their great leader's praifc ; by turns they tell, 
And liften, eacli with emulous glory fir'd. 
How William concjuer'u, and how France rctir'd ; 
How Belgia, freed, the hero's arm confefsM, 
But trembled for the courage which ihe hlefi. 

O Louis, from this great example know, 
To be at once a hero and a foe : 
Bv founding trumpets, hear, and rattling drums, 
When William to the open vengeance comes r 
And fee the foldier plead the monarch's right, 
Heading his troops, and foremoll in the tight. 

Hence then, clofe amhufh and perfidious war, 
Down to your native feats of night repair. 
And thou, Bellona, weep thy cruel pride 
Rellrain'd, Ixhind the victor's cha iot tied 
In brazen knots and everlafiing chains 
(So Europe's peace, fo Williaiu's fate orduins). 

H 3 While 
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While on the ivory chair, in happy ftate. 

He (its, fecure in innocence, and great 

In regal clemency ; and views beneath 

Averted darts of rage, and pointlefb arms of death. 



THE SECRETARY. 

Written at The Hague, 1696. 

TTTHILE with labour afliduous due pleafure I mix, 
^ ^ And in one day atone for the bufinefs of fix. 
In a little Dutch chaife on a Saturday night. 
On my left-hand my Horace, a Nymph on my right : 
No memoirs to compofc, and no pod- boy to move, 
That on Sunday may hinder the foftnefs of love ; 
For her, neither vifits, nor parties at tea, 
l^or the long-winded cant of a dull refugee. 
This night and the next (hall be her's, fhall be mine. 
To good or ill-fortune the third we refign : 
Thus fcorning the world, and fuperior to fate, 
I drive on my car in proceflional (late. 
So with Phia through Athens PifiAratus rode ; 
Men thought her Minerva, and him a new god. 
Put why (hould I (lories of Athens rehtarfe. 
Where people knew love, and were partial to vcrfe; 
Since none can with juftice my plcafures oppofe. 
In Holland half drowned in intereft and profc ? 
By Greece and pad ages what need I be tried. 
When The Hague and the prefcnt arc both on my fide ? 

And 
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And is it enough for the joys of the day. 

To think what Anacreon or Sappho would fay ? 

When good Vandergoes, and his provident Vrow, 

As they gaze on my triumph, do freely allow. 

That, fcarch all the province, you'll find no man dar is. 

So bled as the Englifhen Heer Secretar' is. 



TO CLOE WEEPING. 

O EE, whilft thou weep'ft, fair Cloe, fee 
*^ The world in fympathy with thee. 
The chearfui birds no longer fing ; 
Each drops his head, and hangs his wing. 
The clouds have bent their bofom lower; 
And flied their forrows in a fhowcr. 
The brooks beyond their limits flow i 
And louder murmurs fpeak their woe. 
The nymphs and fwains adopt thy cares ; 
They heave thy fighs, and weep thy tears. 
Fantatlic nymph ! that grief fliould move 
Thy heart obdurate againfl love. 
Strange tears ! whofe power can foften all. 
But that dear breaft on which they falJU 



H4 To 
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T« Mf* H o \y A X »• 
ANODE. 

f. 
TVEAR HowanT, from the foft aflaultsof love^ 
"^'^ Poets and Paiirtcrs never are fecurc 5 
Can I untQUcb'd the fJir-one's paflions move ; 

Or thou draw beaut)', and not feci its power ? 
II. 
To great Apellcs wlmtr young Ammon broiighc • 

The darling idpl of hi« captive h<?artj 
And the pUon'd B}'mfli mtk kiml scientron faft. 

To have l«r charms recorded by his art : 
III. 
The amorous mtfter i5wn'd her potent «yes j 

Sigh'd when he look VI, and trembled as \m drew; 
Each flowing Hne con6rn>'d his firft furpnze, 

And, as tiie piece advanc'd^ tlte pafTion grew. 
IV. 
While Philip's fon^ whiik Venus' fon^ was near. 

What difi^rent tonwes does his hofom i^cX ! 
Great was the Rivsd, ^wd tke God fevere : 

Nor could he hide liis flame, nor durft reveaL 
V. 
The prince, renown'd in bounty as in arms^ 

With pity i*aw the ill-conceal'd diftrefs ; 
Quitted his title to Campafpe's charms, 

And gave the fair-one to the friend's embrace. 
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VI. 

Tlius the more beauteous Cloe fat to dice. 

Good Howard, emulous of the Grecian art r 
But happy than, from Cupid's arro\!i^ free, 

And flames that pierc'd thy prediJceflbr's licart I 
VII. 
Had thy poor bread reccivM an equal pain 5 

Had I been vefted with the monarch's power; 
Thou muft have figh'd, unlucky youth, in vain | 

Nor from my bounty hadd thou found a cure. 

vni. 

Though, to convince thee that the friend did feel 

A kind concern for thy iU-fated care, 
I would have footh*d the flame I cou}^ not heal j 

Given thee the worM 5 though I with^held the fair. 



L OVE DI SAR MED. 

"DENEATH a myrtle^s verdaiit fliade , 
-" As aoe kalf afteep was) lai4, 
Cupid perchM ligfhtly on her bretft. 
And in that licitven deiir'd to reft : 
Over her paps his wings he fpretd ; 
Between he found a dow<y bed. 
And neiUedMri h'n littk head. 

Still lay the Ged : the nymph, fuq)riz,\}» 
Yet miftrefs of herfclf, devis'd, 
How (he the vagrant might intlM-j^],- 
And captive him, who captives all. 



} 
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Her bodice half-way flic unlac'd j 
About his arms (he llily caft 
The filkcn bond, and held him faft. 

The god awak'd ; and thrice in vain 
He ftrove to break the cruel chain ; 
And thrice in vain he ihook his w.ing^ 
Incumbered in the filken ftring. 

Fluttering the God, and weeping, faid. 
Pity poor Cupid, generous maid, 
Who happen 'd, being Wind, to ftray. 
And on thy bofom loft his way ; 
Who ftray'd, alas ! but knew too well, 
He never there muft hope to dwell : 
Set an unhappy piifoner free. 
Who ne'er intended harm to thee. 

To me pertains not, flie replies, 
To know or care where Cupid flies ; 
What are his haunts, or which his way ; 
Where he would dwell, or whither ftray : 
Yet will I never fet thee free ; 
For harm was meant, and harm to mc. 

Vain fears ;that vex thy virgin heart ! 
1*11 give thee up my bow and dart j 
^ Untangle but this cruel chain, 
'• And freely let me fly again. 

Agreed : fecure my virgin heart : 
Inftan^ give up thy bow and <lart : 
The chain I'll in return untie 5 
And freely thou again flialc fly. 



} 
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Thus fhe the captive did deliver ; 
The captive thus gave up his quiver. 
The God difarm'd, e'er fince that day, 
PafTcs his life in harmlefs play ; 
Flies round, or fits upon her breafl, 
A little, fluttering, idle gueft. 

£*er (ince that day, the beauteous maid 
Governs the world in Cupid's flead ; 
Diie6ls his arrow as Ihe wills j 
Gives gridf, or pleafurc ; fpares, or kills. 



CLOE HUNTING. 

T) E H I N D her neck her comely treflcs tied, 

■'-^ Her ivory quiver graceful by her fide,^ 

A-hunting Cloc went : Ihe loft her way. 

And through the woods uncertain chanc'd to ftray. 

Apollo, parting by, beheld the maid j 

And, fiftcr dear, bright Cynthia, turn, he faid : 

The hunted hind lies clofe in yonder brake. 

Loud Cupid labgh'd, to fee the God's miftakc ; 

And, laughing, cried. Learn better, great divine, 

To know thy kindred, and to honour mine. 

Rightly advis'd, far hence thy (iftcr feek, 

Or on Meander's bank, or Latmus* peak. 

But in this nymph, my friend, my fifter know : 

She draws, my arrows, and ihe bends my bow : 

Fair Thames Ihc haunts, and every neighbouring grove, 

Sacred to foft recefs, and gentle love. 
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Go, with thy Cyntlua, h^rl the pointed fpcar 

At the rough boar, or chafe the flying deer : 

I and my Cloe take a nobler aim : 

At human hearts we fling, nor ever mifs the game. 



CUPID AND GANYMEDE, 

T N Heaven, one Iwly-day, you read 
* In wrfe Anacreon, Ganymede 
Drew heedlefs Cupid in, to throw 
A main, to pafs an hour, or fo. 
The liule Twjifi, l)y the way, 
By Hermes taught, play'd all the play. 

The god unhappily errgagM, 
By nature rafhy by play enrag'd, 
Complain'd, ami figh'd, and cried, and fretted ; 
Loft evt»ry earthly thing he betted : 
In ready money, all tlve (lore 
Pick'd-up long lince from Daria^'ji fliowcr ; 
A fnuff-l)OX, fet wkh bleeding licarts, 
Rubies, aJl pierced ivith diamond darts ; 
His nine-pins made of myrtle wood 
(The tree in ^da\ ivrc^ ftoo(i) $ 
His bowl pure gold, the very fame 
"Which Pari« gave tlte Cyprian damey 
Two table- liooks in fhagreen covers, 
Fiird with good verfe from real lovcr»; 
Merchamtife race ! a billet-doux* 
Its. matter pafnoDate, yet tme $ 
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Heaps of hair-rings, and cypher\i fcals } 
Rich trifles 5 ferious bagatelles. 

What fad diforders play begets ? 
Dcfperate and rtad, at length he fets 
Thofc darts, whofc points makes gods adot« 
His might, and deprecate his power : 
Thofe darts, whence all our joy and pain 
Arife : thofe darts — Come, feveji's the main, 
Cries Ganymede : the ufual trick : 
Seven, flur a fix ; eleven : a nick. 

Ill ?iews goes faft : 'twas quickly known. 
That fimple Cupid was undone. 
Swifter tlian lightning Venus flew : 
Too late flie found the thing too frue. 
-Guefs how the goddefs ^ccts her fon : 
Come hither, firtah ; no, begoije ; 
And, hark ye, is itfo indeed? 
A comrade you for Ganymede ? 
Aa imp as wicked, for his age. 
As any earthly lady's page ^ 
A fcandal and a fcourge to Troy ; 
A prince's fon ; a black-guard boyi 
A ftiarpcr, that with box and dice 
Draws in young deities to vice. 
All Heaven is by the cars togpthctv 
Since firft that little rogue came hither « 
Juno hcrfelf has had no peace ; 
And truly I Ve been favourM lefs : 
For Jove, as Fame reports (but Fame 
tiays things not fit /or ioe to name)^ 
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Has a6^ed ill for fuch a god, 
And taken ways extremely odd. 

And thou, unhappy child, (he faid, 
(Her anger by her grief allay'd) 
Unliappy child, who thus haft loft 
All the eftate we e'er could boaft ; 
Whither, O whither wilt thou run, 
Thy name dcfpis'd, thy wcaknefs known ? 
Nor (hall thy flirinc on earth be crown'd ; 
Kor (hall thy power in Heaven be own'd j 
When thou nor man nor god canft wound. 

Obedient Cupid kneeling cried, 
Ceafe, dearcft mother, ceafe to chide : 
Gany's a cheat, and I 'm a bubble : 
Yet why this great exccfs of trouble ? 
The dice were falfe : the darts are gone : 
Yet how arc you, or I, undone ? 

The lofs of thcfe I can fupply 
With keener (hafts from Cloe's eye : 
Fear not we e'er can be difgrac'd, 
While that bright magazine ihall laft : 
Your croudcd altars ftill (hall fmoke ; 
And man your friendly aid invoke : 
Jove (hall again revere your power. 
And rife a fwan, or fall a (howcr. 



} 
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CUPID MISTAKEN^. 

J. 

AS after noon, one fummer*s day, 
Venus flood bathing in a river j 
Cupid a-fliooting went that way, 

New ftrung his bow, new filled his quiver. 
II. 
With (kill he chofe his (harpeft dart. 

With all his might his bow he drew; 
Swift to his beauteous parent's heart 
The too-well-guided arrow flew. 
III. 
I faint ! I die ! the goddefs cried : 

cruel, could'ft thou 6nd none other. 
To wreck thy fj^een on ? parricide ! 

Like Nero, thou haft flain thy mother. 
IV. 
Poor Cupid fobbing fcarcc could fpeak ; 

Indeed, Mamma, I did not know ye : 
Alas ! how eafy my miftake ? 

1 took you for your likenefs Cloe. 



VENUS MISTAKEN. 

I. 

"HEN Cloe*s pifture was to Venus fhownj 
Surpriz*d, the goddefs took it for her own. 
And what, faid (he, does this bold painter mean ? 
Whcn'was I bathing tlius, and naked fctn^ 

7 W.^Vi^*^* 
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II. 

Mcas'd Cupid heapdy .and check'd his mother's pride ; 
And who's blind now. Mamma? the urchin cried, 
*Tis Cloe's eye, and check, and lip, and bread ; 
Friend Howard*^' genicH fancied aH tht r^« 

A S O N G. 

T F wine al^d muiiek have the power 
*• To eafe the ikknefs of the foulj 
Let Phoebus every ftring explore ; 

And Bacchus fill the fprightly bowL 
Let them their friendly aid employ, 

To make my Cioc's abfcnce light ; 
And feck for pieafure, to deilroy 

The forrows of this live-long night* 

But file to-morrow will return : 

Venus, be dioU to-morrow grtnt j 
Thy myrtles flrow, thy ocburs bum ; 

And meet thy favourite nympli in dm^ 
Kind goddci«, to no other powers 

Let us to-morrow's blelTings own : 
Thy darling loves fhall guide the hours; 

And all tlw day be thine alon^i 
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THE DOVE. 

« — Tantcne ami^ eeekftibte k» f" Virc. 

t 

T N Virgo's facred vcrfc wc find, 
•■• That paffion can deprcfs or raife 
The heavenly, as the human mind : 

Who dare deny what Virgil fays ? 
11. 
Buty if they fhould, what our great ;na(ler 

Has tBus laid down, my tale ihall prove : 
fair Venus wept the fad difafter 

Of having loft' her favourite Dove. 

rn. 

In complaUance poor Cupid moum'c] ; 

His grief rclicv'd his mother's pjun j 
He vow'd he 'd leave no ftone unturn'd. 

But fkb ifidUld haVe her Dove agdn. 
IV. 
Though none, (ud he» fhall yet be natn'dy 

I Icnow the ftlbn \(^1! etiough : 
Alt Mt iUe not, Mamma, condemh'd 

Without a* fair and legal proof. 

With that, his longcft dart he took. 

As conftable Wtould take his flafF: 
That gods defire like men ro look, 

Would make er'n'Hbraclittis laugh. 
^VoL. I. I \\. \aw<% 
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VI. 
Love's fubalterns^ a duteous bandy 

Like watchmeD'y round their chief appear r 
Each had his lantern in his hand ; 
Ajid Vcinus maik'd brought up the rear. 
VII. 
Accouter*d thus, their eager ftep 

To Cloe's lodging they direfted : 
(At once I write, alas ! and weep. 
That Cloe is of theft fufpcfted). 
VIIL 
Late they fet out, had far to go : 

St. Dunftan's as they pafsM ftruck^nCr 
Cloe, for reafons good, you know. 
Lives at the fober end o* th* town. 
IX. 
With one great peal they rap the door^ 

Like footmen on a vifiting-day. 
Folks at her houfe at fuch an hour ! 
Lord ! what will all the neighbours fay ? 
X. 
The door is open : up they run ; 

Nor prayers, nor threats, ilivert their fpeed : 
Thieves ! thieves ! cries Sufanj we *re undone; 
They 'II kill my miftrefs in her bed- 
XL 
In bed indeed the nymph had been 

Three hours : for, all hidorians fay, . 
She commonly went up at ten, 
Unlefs piquet was in the way» 

XIL Sh 
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xn. 

^e wak'dy be fure, with ftrange furprizQ : - 

O Cupid, is this right or law. 
Thus to difturb the brighteft eycs,„ 

That ever llept, or ever faw ? 
XIII. 
Have you obferv'd a fitting hare, 

Liftening, and fearful of the ftorm 
Of horns apd hounds, clap back her ear, 

Afraid to keep, or leave, her form ? 
XIV. 
Or have you marked a partridge quake. 

Viewing: the towering falcon nigh .? 
She cuddles low behind the brake .: 

Nor would fhe flay : nor dares ihe fly. 
XV. 
Then have you feen the beauteous maid ^ 

When gazing on her midnight foes. 
She tum'd each way her frighted head. 

Then funk it deep beneath the cloaths. 
XVI. 
Venus this while was in the chamber 

Incognito : for Sufan faid. 
It fmelt fo ftrong of. myrrh and amber—* 

And Sufan is no I>ing maid. 
XVII. 
But, iince we have no prefent need 

Of Venus for an epifode : 
With Cupid let us e*en proceed j 

Ami tluis to Cloe fpoke the god : 

I 2 -XXWl. ^o\^ 
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xyuh 

Hold up, 5fo,ur hc.^^ : to^ ^p ypUjT F^mi ^ 
Would it were no|t roy Ipt to ihc\y jjc^ 

This cruel writ, wl^^reip. you A^4 
Indidled by the nan^e of Cloe ! 

For that, by fecret malice flirr'dy 

Or by an emulous pride invited. 
You have gurloin'd the favourite ^ird, 

In which, my mother mod delighted. 

' ' ' xx;. ■ ' " ' 

Her blufliijpg face the lovely maid 
Ilais'd ju^ abov^ the milk-^hilt^.ibeet; 

A rofe-tree in a lily bed 
Nor glows fo red, nor breathes fo fweec 

Are you not he whom virgins fear^ 
And widows C9urt }, is not your name 

Cupid } If fo, pray.coipe not nea^ — 
Fair majden> I 'm the vejy fi^nc 

Then what hav,e I, gocjd fir, to fay^, 
Or do witifi her yoji, <^all your mother ^ 

If I ihould n^eet her in my way, 
We hardly court'fy to each othgr. 

plana chade, and Hehe fweet, 
Witnefs that what I (^^k is true t 

1 would not give my Parb<|[i\et 
For all the I^es 'that^evcr flc;w. 

XXIV. Y 
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XXIV. 
Yet, to edinpoit this midnigfat noife. 

Go fwAj fetrch Where*e'er yon pleafe 
(The rage, thit ndi'd, iidorii'd htt Toice)^ 
Upon yon' WUtt lie mf ktfi. 

Her keys he takfcs j her doors unlock* 5 

Thttnigh wardrobe and thtough clofet bottnccs j 
Peeps into every cheft alnd box | ' 

Turns all her furbeloes atid fiotliictt* 
XXVI. 
But Dove, depend on't, finds he none ^ 

So to the bod returns again i 
And now the maiden, bolder grown^ 

Begins to treat hiih \^th difdaln. 
XXVII. 
I marvel much, fiie fmiling faid. 

Your poultry cannot yet ht found r 
Lies he in yonder ilipper dead ? 

6r, may be, in the tea-pot drown'd f 
XXVlll. 
Ko, traitor, angry Love replies, 

de 's md fbmewhere about your Brea{{ p 
A ^tace nor god nor man denies. 

For Vteus' Dove the proper neft, 
XXIX. 
Search then, f&e faid, put in your hand. 

And Cynthia, dear prote^b-efs, guard me s 
As guilty I, or free, may flaud, . 

I]^ tl^du Qr puniih or reward n^e* 

I 3 "XXX- ^>ax 
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XXX. 

But ah ! wKbtmaid to Love can truft ? 

He fcoms, and breaks, all legal power? 
Into her breaft his hand he thruft ; 

And in a moment forc'd it lower. 
XXXI. 
O, whither do thofe fingers rove, 

•Cries Cloe, treacherous urchin, whither? 
O Venus ! I Ihall find thy Dove, 

Says he; for fure I touch his feather. 

A LOVER'S ANGER. 

A S Cloe catane into t^e room t* other day, 
•^■^ I peevifli began j where fo long could you flay ? 
In your life-time you never regarded your hour : 
You promised at ttvo ; and' (pray look, child) 'tis four. 
A lady's watch needs neither figures nor wheels ; 
'Tis enough, that 'tis loaded with baubles and feals. 
A temper fo heedlefs no mortal can bear — 
Thus far I went on with a refolute air. 

Lord blefs mt ! faid ihe ; let a body but fpeak f 
Here *s an. ugly hard rofe-bud fallen into my neck r 
It has hurt me, and vext me to fuch a degree — 
See here ! for you never believe me ; pray fee. 
On the left fide my breift, what a mark it has made i 
So faying, her bofbm ihe carelefs difplay^d. 
That feat of delight I with -Wonder furveyd ; 
And forgot every word I dcfigh'd- to hive faid. 



) 
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MERCUKY and CUPID. 

T N fullcn humour one day Jove 
•■• Sent Hermes down to Ida's grove. 
Commanding Cupid to deliver 
His ftore of darts, his total quiver ; 
That Hermes ihould the weapons break. 
Or throw them into Lethe's lake. 

Hermes, you know, muft do his errand : 
He found his man, prodUc'd his warrant : 
Cupid ! your dartfr—- tliis very hour — 
There 's no contending againfl power ? 
How fullcn Jupiter, juft now, 
V I think I faid : and you *11 allow. 
That Cupid was as bad as he : 
Hear but the youngfter's repartee. 

Come, kinfman {faid the little god). 
Put off your wings, laf by your rod ; 
, Retire with me to yonder bower ; 
And reft yourfelf for half an hour : 
*Tis far indeed from hence to Heaven j 
But you fly faft r and^'tis but feven. 
We *11 take one cooling cup of ne^lar j 
And drink to tliis celcftial Heftor. 

He break my darts ! or hurt my power ! 
He, Leda's fwan, and Danae's fhower ! 
• =Go, bid him his wife tongue reftrain ; 
And mind his thunder, and his nuri,«« 

I 4 >R.^ 
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My darts ! O certainly I *11 give 'cm : 
From Cloe's eyes he fhall receive 'em. 
There's one, the bed in all py qwivqr, 
Twang ! through his very heart and liver j 
He then ihall pine, mid £gh, and rare : 
Good Lord ! vfl^at bufUe fluU we have ! 
Neptune mud flrait hie fc9t to fea ; 
And Flora fviaiinoa'd twice a day : 
One mv^ fUd iheli^y and t' other flowen^ 
For cooling grots, and fragrant bowers^ 
That Clo^ ijnay be ferv-d in ftate': 
The Ho\i?8 mj^a ^ her toU^t wait : 
Whilft all ^ re^^Q^iiig fools bdbw 
Wonder tili^ wa^fj^ go CQO flow* 
Lybs mud fly f^^hi and ]^ru$ ead> 
For jewels for hex hair and breaft. 
No matter, though their cruel h»f^ 
Sink cities, and ky foreils waf\^.. 
No matter, though this fleet b^ loft i 
Or that lie wii;id-boun4 on this coaftf 
What whifpering in aiy motlier's ear ! 
What care, th^t Juno fl^ould not hea^ ! 
What work among you fcholar gods t 
Phoebus muft write him amorous odea.. 
And thou, poor cpufm, ix^uft compoift. 
His letters in fubmiflive profe : 
Whil/l haughty Cloe, to £uftaii> 
The honour of ipy mydic reign. 
Shall all his gifts and vpws diiidaj^ i 
And lau^h il]fouf;ol4 bully's pajiu 
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Dear couz, faM Hennes in « fright. 
For Heaven's isJui I keep youx darts r good nigjiu 

On BEAUTY, a RIDDLE. 

"n ESOLVE me, Cloc, what h this : 
■■•^ Or forfeit me one precious kifs. 
Tis the firft offspring of the Graces ; 
Bears diffinrent forms in different places ; 
Acknowledg'd fine, where'er heheld } 
Yet fancied finer, when conccal'd. 
Twas Flora's wealth, and Circe's charm ; 
Pandora's box of good and harm : 
'Twas Mars's wifh, Endymion*s dream ; 
Apelles' drauglit, and Ovid's theme. 
This guided Thefeus through the maze ; 
And fent him home with life and praife : 
But this undid the Phrygian boy j 
And blew the flames that ruin'd Troy. 
This ihew'd great kindnefs to old Greece, 
And help'd rich Jafon to the fleece. 
This through the Etfl juft vengeance hurrd^. 
And loft poor Anthony the world. 
Injur'd, though Luctece found her doom, 
This banifli'd tyranny from Rome. 
Appeas'd, though Lais gain'd her hire j 
This fct Perfcpolis on fire. 
For this Alcides learn'd to fpin : 
His club laid down, and lion's ikigu 
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For this Apollo deign'd to keep. 
With fervile care, a mortal's iheep. 
For this the father of the Gods, 
Content to leave his high abodes, 
Iii borrowed figures loofely ran, 
£uropa*s bull, and Leda's fwap. 
For this he realTumes the nod 
(While Semele commands the God),* 
Launces the bolt, and ihakes the poles ; 
Though Momus laughs, and Juno fcolds. 

Here liflening Cloe fmiPd, and faid; 
Your riddle is not hard to read : 
I guefs it — Fair-one, if you do^ 
Keed I, alas! the theme purfue ? 
For this, thou fee*ft, for this I leave. 
Whatever the world tliinks wife or grave, 
Ambition, bufinefs, friendlhip, news. 
My ufeful books, and ferious Mufe. 
For this, I willingly decline 
The mirth of feafts, and joys of wine 5 
And chufe to fit and talk with thee 
{AS'thy great orders may decree) 
^Of cocks and bulls, and flutes and fiddles, 
^Of idle taks>. and foolifh riddles. 



TH 
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THE CLU E S T I O N, 

To L I 8 E T T A. 

""fXTHAT Nyirtph ihould I admire, or truft, 
^ ^ But Cloc beauteous, Cloe juft ? 
What Nymph ihould I dclirc to fee. 
But her who leaves the plain for me ? 
To whom fliould I compofe the la^c. 
But her who liflens when I play ? 
To whom in fong repeat my cares. 
But her who in my forrow (hares ? 
For whom ihould I the garland make. 
But her who joys the gift to take. 
And hoafts ihe wears it for my fake ? 
In love am I not fully bleft ? 
Lifetta, pr*ythec tell the reft. 



} 



LISETTA'S REPLY. 

OURE Cloe juft, and Cloe fair, 
*^ Defcrves to be your only care : 
But, when you and ihe to-day 
Far into the wood did ibray. 
And I happened to pafs by ; 
Which way did you caft your eye ? 
But, when your cares to her you iing, 
'Ypc dare not tell her whence they fpring s 
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Does it not more affli£^ your heart. 
That in thofe cares ihe bears a part ? 
When you the flowers fot Gloe twine. 
Why do you to her garland join 
The meaneft bud that falls from mine ? 
jBimpleft of fwains ! d» world may fee. 
Whom Cloe loVei, aad who loves me< 



THE GARLAND* 

'T^ H E pride of every grove I ehofe^ 

•^ The violet fweet, and lily fair, 

The dappled pink, and bluihing rofe. 

To deck my charming Cloe's hair. 

IL 

At mom the n3rmph vouchfaf M to place 

Upon her brow the various wreath; 
The flowers lefs blooming than her face. 
The fcent lefs fragrant than her breathy 
IIL 
The flowers fhe wore along the day : 

And every nymph and flicpherd faid^ 
That in her hair they look*d more gay 
Than glowing in their native bcdL 
IV. 
Undreft at evening, wheh' Ae found 

Their odours loft, thehr colours paft ; 
She changed her look, and on the grb^d 
Htt garland^ ^d her eye fte caft. 
S 
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V. 

That eye dropt fenfe diftinft and clear. 

As %»y Mufe's tongue could fpeak. 
When from its lid a pearly tear 

Ran trickling down her beauteous cheek* 
VI. 
DiiTembling vhao I knew too well« 

My love, my life, faid I^ c;cpl;wn 
This change of humour : pr'ythee tsell : 

That falling tear — what doc^ ijt mean > 
VII. 
She figh'd ; ihe fmiPd : and to the flowen 

Pointmgi the lovely Moralift fatd ; 
See, friend, in fome few fleeting hours. 

See yonder, what a change is made. 

vm. 

Ah me 1 the blooming pride of May^ 

And that of Beauty* are but one : 
At mom both, flouxi^ bright and' gay ; 

Both fade at evening, pale, and gone. 
IX. 
At dawn poor Scella dimc'd and fung ; 

The amorous yputb' around her bow'd^ 
At night her. facal|lvnQlI.was rung ; 

I faw, and kifs'd her in^her fhrowd. 
X- 
Such as fhc is* who .dy'd. to-day : 

Such I, alas! may.betormorrow.fr 
Go, Damon, bid thyMufe diffJay 

T^ juitice of thy Cloe's ibrrpw. 
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The Lady* who offers her Ltooking^glass . 
to Venus.. 

Taken from an Epigram of Plato. 

*TTENU S, take my votive glafs ; 

^ Since I am not what I was j 
What from this day I Ihall be, 
Venus^ let me never fee. 
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l; 

T^ORBEAR to alk me, why I weep; 
^ Vcxt Cloe to her fhepherd faid j 
'Tis for my two poor ftraggling iheep. 

Perhaps, or for my fquirrel dead;' 
11. 
For mind I what you late have writ ? 

Your fubtle queflions and replies > 
Emblems, to teach a female wic 

The ways, where changing Oipid* flies > 
III. 
Your riddle purposM to rehearfc 

The general power that beauty has : 
But why did no peculiar verfe 

Deicribe one charm of Clocks face ? : 
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IV. 

The glafs, which was at Venus* Ihrinc, 

With-ftich myfterious forrow laid : 
The garland (and you call it mine) 

Which fhew'd how youth and beauty fadet. 
V. 
Ten thoufand trifles light as thefe 

Nor can my rage, nor anger, move : 
She ihould be humble, who would pleafe ; 

And ihe muft fuifer, who can love. 
VI. 
When in my glafs I chanc'd to look 5. 

Of Venus what did I implore > " 
That every grace, which thence I took. 

Should know to charm my Damon more» 
VII. 
Reading thy verfe ; who heeds, faidJ^ 

If here or there his glances flew ? ' 
O, free for ever be his eye, 

Whofe heart to me is always true ! ' 
VIII. 
My bloom indeed, my little flower ^ 

Of Beauty quickly loft its pride : 
For, fcver'd fron? its native bbwer^. 

It on thy glowing bofom dy'd. 
IX. 
Yet car*d I not what might prefage 

Or withering wreath, .or fleeting youth j 
Ikjve I eftcem'd more ftrong than Age, 

And Time lefs p^BrmaDentthan Truth. 
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X. 

Why then: I wecp^ fbihetr terktamrt 

Fall UQcontroul'd^ my tears, and Gemsf 
O Damon ! 'tn the only vmCf 

X ever yet concsai'd from thee*. 
XL 
The fecret wound widi which I bleed> 

Shall lies wrapt w^ ff'n in my hearfe^ 
But on my tximb<*ftone diou ffialc leid 

My anfwes to thy dubiova: verliu 

Anfwer to Cloe J£'Ai.ou8, In the Cuoe Stile; 
the AfTTHOR fide^ 

L 

Xy £S, fMveft. proof of Beaut3r^8 po^;^^ 

■*• Dear idol of my. panting. heait» 
Nature points this my fatal hour : 
And I haire Ev*d ; and we muflpact. 

While now I take my laft adieu, 

Heave thou no figh, nor ihed a tear;. 
Left yet my half-clos'd eye may viow^ 

On earth an oh^cSt worth its care. 
III. 
From Jealouiy s-tormcnting.ftrife 

For ever be thy bofom freed : 
That Nothing. may diOurh thy lifc^ 

Content Fhaden to the dead. 

W. Yet 



BHIOR'S POEMS, U9 

IV. 

^ Yet when fomc bctter-fatcd youth 

Shall with his amorous parly move thee s 
■llefle6^ one moment on his truth 

Who dying tlius, pcrfifts to love thee. 



A BETTERANSWER- 

T\E AR Cloe, how blubhcr'd is that pretty face 1 
"■"^ Thy cheek all on fire, and thy hair all uncurlM : 
Pr'ythee quit this caprice; and (as old FalftafFfays) 

Let us ev'n talk a little like folks of this World. 
11. 
How canft thou prcfume, thou haft leave to'deftroy 

The beauties, which Venus but lent to thy keeping? 
Thofe looks were defign'd to infpire love and joy : 

More ordinary eyes may ferve people for weeping. 
III. 
To be vext at a trifle or two that I writ. 

Your judgment at once, and my paflion, you wrong : 
You take that for faft, which will fcarce be found wit : 

Od's-life ! muft one fwear to the truth of a fong ? 
IV. 
What I fpeak, my fair Cloc, and what I write, fhews 

The difference there is betwixt nfiture and art : 
i court others in verfe j but I love thee in profe : 

And they have my whimfies, but thou haft my heart. 

Vol. I. K V. The. 
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V. 

The God of us verfe-mcn (you know, child) the Bum, 

How after his journeys he fets Up his reft r 
If at morning oVr earth *tis his fancy to run j 

At night he declines on his Thetis's breaft^ 
VI. 
So when I am weary'd with wandering all day ; 

To" thee my delight in the evening I come : 
No matter what beauties I faw in my way ; 

They were but my vifits, but thou art my home. 
VII. 
Then finifliy dear Cloe, this padoral war ; 

And let us like Horace and Lydia agree : 
For thou art a girl as much brighter tlian her,- 

As he was a poet fublimer than me. 

P A L L A S A N D VENUS. 
An Epigram. 

'T^HE Trojan Swain had judged the great difpute, 
•^ And Beauty's power obtained tlie golden fruit i 
When Venus, loofe in all her naked charms, 
Met Jove's great daughter clad in Ihining arms. 
The wanton goddefs view'd tlie warlike maid 
From liead to foot, and tauntingly ike faid s 

Yield, fjfterj rival, yield: naked, you fee, 
I vanquiih : guefs how potent I fliould be. 
If to the field I came in armour drcft ; 
Drcadfuh ^ikc tliinc, my ihicld, and terrible my creft ! 
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The warrior goddcfs wicli difda'm reply *il : 
Thy folly, child, is equal to thy pride : 
Let a brave enemy for once advife. 
And Venus (if 'tis poflible) be wife, 
Thouy to be ftrong, muft put off every drcfs : 
Thy only armour is thy naked nefs ; 
And more than once (or thou art much bely'd) 
By Mars himf<^f that armour has been try'd. 



To a young Gentleman in Love. 

A T A L E. 

Tj^ ROM public noife and faftious ftrifc^ 
•*• From all the bufy ills of life. 
Take me, my Celia, to thy bread; 
And lull my wearied foul to reft. 
For ever, in this humble cell. 
Let thee and I, my fair one, dwell; 
None enter clfe, but Love— and he 
Shall bar the door, and keep the key. 
To painted roofs and fhining fpircs 
(Uncafy feats of high defires) 
Let the unthinking many croud. 
That dare be covetous and proud : 
In golden bondage let them wait, 
And barter hap})inefs for ftatc. 
But oh ! my Celia, when thy fwain 
Defires to fee a coun again. 

K 1 U^^ 



i3i' P R lOR'S POEMS. 

May HeaTcn around this dcftin'd head 
The choiceft of its curfes fhed ! 
To fum up all the rage of fate 
In the two things I dread and hate, 
May*ft thou be falfe, and I be great! 
Thus, on his Celia's panting breaft. 
Fond Geladon his foul expneft ; 
While with delight the lovely makl 
Received the vows Ihe thus repaid : 

Hope of my age, joy of my youth. 
Bled miracle of love and truth ; 
All that could e'er be counted mine, 
My love and life, long iince are thine $ 
A real joy I never knew. 
Till I believ'd thy pailion true : 
A real grief I ne'er can find. 
Till thou prov'ft perjiir'd, or unkind. 
Contempt, and poverty, and care. 
All we abhor, and all we fear, . 
Bled with thy prefence, I can bear. 
Through waters and through flames I '11 go. 
Sufferer and folace of thy woe : 
Trace me fome yet unheard-of way, 
That I thy ardour may repay; 
And make my condant pailion known 
By more than woman yet has done. 

Had I a wi(h that did not bear 
The damp and image of my dear; 
I *d pierce my heart through every vtin. 
Ami die, to let it out agaip. 

5 ^^ 
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No : Venus ihall my witnefs be 
(If Venus ever lov'd like me), 
That for one hour I would not quit 
My fhepherd's arms, and this retreat. 
To be the Perfian Monarch's bride. 
Partner of all his power and pride ; 
Or rule in regal ftate above. 
Mother of Gods, and wife of Jove. 
** O happy tlicfe of human race !" 
But foon, alas ! our pleafures pafs. 
He thank'd her on his bended knee 5 
Then drank a quart of milk and tea ; 
And, leaving her ador'd embrace, 
Haften'd to court, to beg a place. 
While fhe, l\is abfence to bemoan. 
The very moment he was gone, 
Call*d Thyrfis from beneath the bed T 
Where all this time he had been lud* 

MORAL. 

"TTT'HILE men have thefe ambitious fancies} 

And wanton wenches read romances;. 
Our fex will — What? Out with it. Lye ; 
And theirs in equal flrains reply. 
The moral of the tale I iing 
(A pofy for a wedding ring) 
In this (horc verfc will be confin*d : 
Love is a jefl> and vows arc wind^ 

K 3 AN 
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AN ENGLISH PADLOCK 

TVJ' ISS Danae, when fair and young, 

(As Horace has divinely fung) 
Could not be kept from Jove's embrace 
By doors of fleel> and walls of brafs. 
The reafon of the thing is clear. 
Would Jove the naked truth aver. 
Cupid was with him of the party ; 
And fliew*d himfclf (incere and hearty ; 
For, give that whipftcr but his errand. 
He takes my lord chief juftice' warrant j 
DauntlcTs as death away ht walks ; 
Breaks the doors open, fnaps the locks; 
Searches the parlour, chamber, ftudy j 
Nor flops till he has culprit's body. 

Since this has been authentic truth. 
By age deliver'd down to youth ; 
Tell us, miftaken huiband, tell us, 
Why fo myfterious, why fo jealous ? 
Does the reftraint, the bolt, the bar. 
Make us lefs curious, her lefs fair ? 
The fpy, which docs this treafure keep. 
Does (he ne'er fay her prayers, nor flecp ? 
Does fhe to no excefs incline ? 
Docs fhe fly mufic, mirth, and wine ? 
Or have not gold and flattery power 
To purchafc one unguarded hour } 
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Your care does further yet extend : 
That fpy is guarded by your friend.— 
But has this friend nor eye nor heart ? 
May he not feci the cruel dart, 
Which, Hbon or late, all monals feci ? 
May he not, with too tender zeal. 
Give the fair prifoner caufe to fee, 
How much he wiflies ihe were free ? 
May he not craftily infer 
The rules of friendfhip too fevere, 
Which chain him to a hated truft ; 
Which make him wretched, to be jull ? 
And may not ihe, this darling fhe, 

Youthful and healthy, flefli and blood, 
Eafy with him, ill us'd by thee, 

Allow this logic to be good ? 

Sir, will your queftions never end ? 
I truft to neither fpy nor friend. 
In (hort, I keep her from the fight 
Of every human face. — She *11 write. 
From pen and paper Ihe 's debarr'd.— . 
Has (he a bodkin and a card? 
She *ll prick her mind. — She will, you fay : 
But how ihall ihe that mind convey ? 
I keep her in one room : I lock it : 
The key (look here) is in this pocket. 
The key-hole, is that left ? Mo ft cenain. 
She '11 thruft her letter through — Sir Martin. 

Dear angry friend, what muft l>c done r 
Js there ao way ?— There is but one. 

K 4 Scud 
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Send her abroad r and let her fee> 

That all this mingled mafs, which (he. 

Being forbidden, longs to know. 

Is a dull farce, an empty fliow. 

Powder, and pocket-glafs, and beatt | 

A fbple of romance and lies, 

Falfe tears and real perjuries r 

Where fighs and looks are bought and fold j 

And love is made but to be told : 

Where the fat bawd and lavi(h heir 

The fpoils of ruin*d beauty fhare j 

And youth, feduc'd from friends and fame,. 

Muft give up age to want and fhame. 

Let her beliold the frantic fcene. 

The women wretched, falfe the men : 

And when, thefe certain ills to fhun,. 

She would to thy embraces run j 

Receive her with extended arms, 

Seem more delighted with her charms ; 

Wait on her to the park and play, 

Put on good-humour; make her gay; 

Be to her virtues very kind ; 

Be to her faults a little blind ; 

Let all her ways be unconfin'd j 

And clap your padlock— on her mind. 
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HANS CARVEL. 

TT AN8 Carve Ly impotent and old, 
^ **■ Married a lafs of London mould : 
Handfome ? enough ; extremely gay : 
Lov'd mufic, company, and play : 
High flights (he had, and wit at will j 
And fo her tongue lay feldom ftill : 
For in all vifits who but fhe. 
To argue, or to repartee ? 

She made it plain, that human pafTiOA 
Was order'd by predeflination ; 
That, if weak women went aftray. 
Their ftars were more in fault than they t 
Whole tragedies Ihe had by heart ; 
Entered into Roxana's part : 
To triumph in her rival's blood. 
The a6kion certainly was good. 
How like a vine young Ammon curl'd ! 
Oh that dear conqueror of the world 1 
She pitied Betterton in age, 
• That ridicuVd the god-like rage. 

She, firft of all the town, was told. 
Where neweft India things were fold : 
So in a morning, without bodice, 
§lipt fometimes out to Mrs. Thody*s j 
To cheapen tea, to buy a fcreen : 
What elfe could fo much virtue mean f 
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FoTf to prevent the lead reproach, 

Betty went with her in the coach. 
Butt when no very great affair 

Excited her peculiar care. 

She without fail was wak'd at ten ; 

Drank chocolate, then llept again : 

At twelve ihe roTe ; with much ado • 

Her cloaths were huddled on by two ; 

Then, does my Lady dine at home ? 

Yes, Aire ! — ^But is the Colonel come > 

Next, how to fpend the afternoon. 

And not come home again too foon ; 

The Change, die City, or the Play, 

As each was proper for the day : 

A turn in fummer to Hyde*Park, 

When it grew tolerably dark. 
Wife's pleafure caufes huiband's pain : 

Strange fancies come in Hans's brain : 

He tliought of what he did not name ; 
And would reform, but durft not blame. 
At firft he therefore prcachM his wife 
The comforts of a pious life : 
Told her, how tranfient beauty was ; 
That all muft die, and flelh was grafs : 
He bought her fcrmons, pfalms, and graces ; 
And doubled down the ufeful places. 
But {HU the weight of worldly care 
Allow'd her little time for prayer : 
And Cleopatra was read o'er ; 
While Scoty and Wake, and twenty more, 

Tl 
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That teach one to deny one's-felf, 

"Stood unmo'efted on the fhelf. 

An untouch*d bible grac'd her toilet : 

No fear that thumb of her's fhould fpoil it. 

In fhort, the trade was ftill the fame : 

l*he Dame went out : the Colonel came. 

What's to be done ? poor Carvel cry'd : 
Another battery muft be try'd : 
What if to fpells I had recourfe ? 
'Tis but to hinder fomething worfe. 
The end muft juftify the means j 
He only fins who ill intends : 
Since therefore 'tis to combat evil ; 
'Tis lawful to employ the DeviL 

Forthwith the Devil did appear 
(For name him, and he 's always near) ; 
Not in the ihape in which he plies 
At Mifs's elbow when ihe lies ; 
Or ftands before the nurfcry-doors. 
To take the naughty boy that roars : 
But, without fawcer-eye or claw. 
Like a grave Barrifter at Law. 

Hans Carvel, lay afide your grief. 
The Devil fays ; I bring relief. 
Relief ! fays Hans : pray, let me crave 
Your name, Sir — Satan— Sir, your (lave 5 
I did not look upon your feet : 
You '11 pardon me : — ^Ay now I fee 't : 
And pray, Sir, when came you from Hell ? 
Our ^nds there^ did you leave them wfill ? 
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All well ; but pr*ythcc, honeft Hans, 

(Says Satan) leave your complaifance : 

The trutli is this : I cannot flay 

Flaring tn fun-ihine all the day : 

For, entre nous^ we hellilh fpricet 

Love more the frefco of the nights i 

And oftener our receipts convey 

In dreamsy than any other way. 

I tell you therefore as a friend. 

Ere morning dawns, your fears fhall end I 

Go then this evening, mailer Carvel, 

Lay down your fowls, and broach your barrel; 

Let friends and wine dilTolve your care % 

W hi J ft I the great receipt prepare : 

To-night I '11 bring it, by roy faitli I 

Believe for once what Satan faith. 

Away went Hans : glad ? not a little ;• 
Obcy'd the Devil to a tittle ; 
Invited friend» fome half a dozen. 
The Colonel and my Lady's couiin. 
The meat was ferv'd ; the bowls were crown'd % 
Catches were fung -r and healths went round ; 
Barbadoes waters for the clofe ; 
Till Hans had fairly got his dofe : 
The Colonel toaftcd " to the bcft :»• 
The Dame mov'd off, to be undreft : 
The chimes went twelve : the guefts withdrew t 
But when,- or how, Hans hardly knew. 
Some modem anecdotes aver, 
He nodded in hh elbow-chair > ' ' 
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From thence was carried off to bed : 
John held his heels, and Nan his head. 
My Lady was difturb'd : new forrow ! 
Which Hans mud anfwer for to-morrow, 

Ip-bed then view this happy pair j 
And think how Hymen triumphed there, 
Hans laft aileep as foon as laid ; 
The duty of the night unpaid : 
The waking Dame, with thoughts oppreft. 
That made her hate both him and reft : 
By fuch ^ hufband, fuch a wife • 
*Twas Acme's and Septimius' life : 
The Lady fighM : the Lover fhor'd : 
The punftoal Devil kept his word ; 
Appeared to honeft Hans again; 
But not at all by Madam feen : 
And giving him a magic ring. 
Fit for the finger of a king ; 
Dear Hans, faid he, this jewel take, 
And wear it long for Satan's fake : 
Twill do your bufinefs to a hair: 
For, long as you this ring fhall wear. 
As fure as I look over Lincoln, ^ 

' That ne'er (hall happen which you think on* 
Hans took the ring with joy extreme 
(All this was only in a dream); 
And, thrufting it beyond his joint, 
Tis done, he cry'd ; I 've gain'd my point.— 
What point, faid Ihe,. you ugly beaft ? 
You neitlier give me joy nor reil : 

'Ta 
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Tis done. — What'a done, you drunken bear ? 
You've thruft your finger God knows where. 

A DUTCH PROVERB. 

T^ IRE, water, woman, are man's ruin j 

"*• Says wife Profeflbr Vander Briiin* 

By flames a houfe I hir'd was loft 

Lad year : and I muft pay the coil. 

This fpring the rains o'erflow'd my ground : 

And my bell Flanders mare was drown'd. 

A (lave I am to Clara's eyes : 

The gipfy knows her power, and flies. 

Fire, water, woman, are my ruin : 

And great thy wifdom, Vander Briiin. 

PAULO PURGANTI and his WIFE; 
an Honest, but a Simple Pair. 

f Eft enim quiddam, idque intelligitur in omiii virtute, 
** quod deceat : quod cogttatione magis ^ vinuce p6- 
<< teft quam re fcparari." Cic. de Off. L i. 

"D E Y O N D the fix'd and fettled rules 
^^ Of vice and virtue in the fchools, 
Beyond the letter of the law, 
Wliich keeps our men and maids in awe, 

The 
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The better fort ihould fet before 'em 
A grace, a manner^ a decorum ; 
Somethings that gives their a£ls a light; 
Makes them not only jufl, but bright ; 
And fets them in that open fame» 
Which witty malice cannot blame. 

For 'tis in life, as 'tis in painting : 
Much may be right, yet much be wanting 9 
From Unes drawn true, our eye may trace 
A foot, a knee, a hand, a face ; 
May juftly own the pi£h»re wrought 
Exadl to rule, exempt from fault t 
Yet, if the colouring be not there. 
The Titian ftroke, the Guido air ; 
To niceft judgement (how the piece. 
At beft 'twill only not difpleafe : 
It would not gain on Jerfcy's eye ; 
Bradford would frown, and fct it by. 

Thus in the pidkure of our mind 
The a6tian may be well defign'd ; 
Guided by law, and bound by duty ; 
Yet want thisje. ne fcai quoi of beauty : 
And though its error may be fuch. 

As Knags and Burgefs cannot hit } 
It yet may feel the nicer touch 

Of Wicherley's or Congreve's wit. 

What is this talk ? replies a friend. 
And where will this dry moral end ? 
The truth of what you here lay down 
By fome example ihould be (hown.— • 
WJrh all my heart — for once \ xt«Ck «si% 
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An honeft but a iimplc psdr 
(And twenty other I forbear) 
May ferve to make this thefis clear. 

A do£br of great ikill and fame, 
Paulo Purganti was his name. 
Had a good, comely* virtuous wife } 
I4o woman led a better life ? 
She to intrigues was ev'n hard-hearted t 
She chuckled when a bawd was carted ; 
And thought the nation ne'er would thrive 
"Till all the whores were burnt alive. 

On married men, that dar'd be bad. 
She thought no mercy ftould be had ; 
They ihould be hang*<l, or ftarv'd, or flead» 
OrfervM like Roroiih prieits in Sw£de« — • 
In ihorty all lewdnefs ihe defied ■: 
And ftiif was henparochial pride. 

Yet, in an honefl way, the dame 
Was a great lover of that fame ; 
And could from Scripture take her cue. 
That hufbands &ould give wives their due. 

Her prudence did fo juftly fleer 
Between the gay and the fevere. 
That if in fome regards (he chofe 
To curb poor Paulo in too clofc { 
In others ihe.relax'd again, 
And governid with a loofer rein. 

Thus though ftc ftriAly did confine 
• The Do6bor from exccf* of wine ? 
With oyftcrs, eggs, and vermicelU, 
She let him almoit tuxl^ lus ^U^ % 
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Thus drying coffee was denied ; 
But chocolate that lofs fupplied ; 
And for tobacco ^who could bear it ?)« 
Filthy ooDcomitant df claret : 
•(Bleft revolution !) one -might fee 
•Eringo T0Ot$, 4ind Bohea tea. 

She often fet the Do£U>r's band. 
And flroak'd his beard, and fqueez'd hh hind s 
•Kindly complained, that after noon 
He went to pore on bodes too foon : 
'She held it wholefomer by much. 
To reft a little on the couch : — 
About his waift in bed a-nights 
• She clung fo clofe — for fear of fprites. 

The Do£lor underftood the call j 
But had not always wherewithal. 

The lion's ikin too ihort, you 4cnow, 
-(As Plutarch's Morals finely ihow) 
Was lengthcn'd by the fox's tail : 
And art fupplies, where ilrengthmay Hail. 

Unwilling then in arms to meet 
The enemy he could not beat ; 
^e ftrove to lengthen the campaign. 
And fave his forces by chicane, 
^abius, fhe Roman chief, who thus 
By fair retreat grew Maximus 
•^hews us, that all that warrior can do^ 
With force inferior, is cun^ndo. 

One day tl^cn, as the foe drew near, 
With love, wmI joy, and Jlife; and dear.; 

Vol. L L ^>ax 
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Our Don, who knew this tittle-tattle 

Did, fure as trumpet, call to battle. 

Thought it extremely a propos^ 

To ward againft the coming blow : 

To ward : but how ? Ay, there 's the queftion j 

Fierce the alTault, tlnarm'd the balHon. 

The Do6bor feign'd a ftrange furprize : 
He felt her pulfe ; he view'd her eyes r 
That beat too fall, thefe rolPd too quick ^ 
She was, ht faid, or would be fick : 
He judg*d it abfolutely good. 
That ihe ihould purge, and cleanfe her blood. 
Spa waters for that end were got : 
If they paft eafily or not, 
What matters it ? the lady's fever 

Continued violent as ever. 
For a diftemj^er of this kind 

(Blackmorc and Hans are of my mind). 

If once it youthful blood infcfts. 

And chiefly of the female fex, 

Is fcarce remov'd by pill or potion ; 

Whate'cr might be our Doctor's notion. 
One lucklefs night then, as in bed 

The Do£lor and the Dame were laid ; 

Again this cruel fever came. 

High pulfe, ihort breath, and blood in flame. 

What mcafures Ihall poor Paulo keep 
With Madam in this piteous taking? 

She, like Macbeth, has murdered flecp. 
And won't allow him reft^ though waking# 
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Sad ibte of matters ! when we dare 
Nor aik for peace, nor offer wari 
Nor Livy nor Coznines have ihowa 
What in this juncture may be done. 
Grotius might own, that Paulo's cafe is 
Harder, than any which he places 
Amongft his BeUi and his Pads* 

He fbrove, alas ! but ftroye ta rain. 
By dint of logick to maintain. 
That all the fex was born to grieve^ 
Down to her Ladyihip from Eve. 
He rang'd his tropes, and preach*d-up patieiice« ' 
Back'd his opinion with quotations, 
iDivines and Moralifls ; and run ye on 
Quite through from Seneca to Bunyan. 
As much in vain he bid her try 
To fold her arms, to. clpfe her eye ; 
Telling her, reft would do her good. 
If any thing in nature could : 
So held the Greeks quite down from Galen, 
Maftcrs and princes of the calling : 
So all our modern friends maintain 
(Though no great Greeks) in Warwick-lane. 

Reduce, my Mufe, the wandering fong : 
A tale fliould never be too long. 

The more he talk'd, the more Ihe burned, 
And figh'd, and toft, and groan'd, and twrn'd : 
At laft, I wifh, faid flic, my dear — 
( And whifper'd fomething in his ear). 

La You 
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You wifh ! vt^fli 01)/ the Doaor cms : 

Lord ! when will womankind be wife ? 

What, in your waters ? are you mad } 

Why poifon is not half fo bad. 

I il do it — but I give you warning : 

You *11 die before to-morrow morning* -^ 

*Tis kind, my dear, what you advife j 

The lady with a figh replies ! 

But life, yoti know, at bed is pain j 

And death is what we fhould difdab. 

So do it therefore, and adieu : 

Fdr I vwU die for love of you. — 

Let wanton wives by death be fcar'd i 

Bttt^ to my comfort, I'm ptcpar'd. 



THB LADLE. 

np H E fceptics think, 'twas long ago^ 
"*" Since gods came down incognito. 
To fee who were their friends or foes. 
And how our a£^ions fell or rofe : 
That, (mce they gave things their beginning { 
And fet this whirligig a-fpinningi 
Supine they in their Heaven remain. 
Exempt from paAion and from pain s 
And frankly leave us human elves, 
'to cut and ihufile for ourfelves : 
To ftand or walk, to liie or tumble, 
A$ matter kni as moHbn jumble. 

5 t% 
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The Poets iM^w axi4 Pwcrs hotf 
This thefi? )i^ aK^rd a^id hoH : 
And your good-natur*d gods, they f^y, 
Defcend fome twice or tlif icf ,a-4ay : 
£lfe all thefe things we toil Cq bartj i^ 
Would not avail ope fingk fortbipg; 
For, when the hero we reliearfe. 
To grace his aftions and our yerfe;. 
*Tis not by dipt of human thought/ 
That to his Latium he is b^pyght j 
Iris defcpads hy Fute's copiip^ds. 
To guide his fteps through foreign Ijin^j t 
And Amphitrite plears the way 
From rocks and qy.ick-iands ;n the fc^a. 

And if you fee him in a Iketch 
(Though drawn by Paulo or Carache), 
He fliews not half y s force ai^d ftrength; 
Strutting jyn armour, and at length : 
That he may make hi^ proper €guj:e. 
The piece muft yef be foyr yards Wgger : 
The nymphs conduft bw ^o the field ; 
One holds his fword^ 9Qd oj^e his fhie^d ; 
Mars, (landing by, t^ffcxtf his ^u^rel^ 
And Fame flies afoer with a laurel. 

Thefe points, I fay, of f^sc^lation, 
(A? 'twere to fave or fink tjip nation) 
Men idly-learned ,will ^lifpvte, 
Affert, objefit, confir;n^ refute : 
Each mighty gpgry, eighty riglir, 
Wi;b jpq,\»al arxn$ fuftwns the fight ; 
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Till now no umpire can agree *cin : 
So both draw off, and iing Te Deum. 

Is it in cquilibrio, 
If deities defcend or no > 
Then let di* affirmative prev^l. 
As requifite to form my tale : 
For by all parties 'tis confe(l« 
That thofe opinions are the bed. 
Which in their nature moft conduce 
To prefent ends, and private ufe. 

Two gods came therefore from above. 
One Ittercury, the other Jove : 
The humour was (it fcems) to know. 
If all the favours they beftow, 
Could from our own perverfenefs eafe us ) 
And if our wifh enjoy 'd would pleafe us. 
Difcoutfing largely on this theme, 
O'er hills and dales their godfliips came s 
Till, well nigh tir*d at almoft night. 
They thought it proper to alight. 

Note here, that it as true as odd is. 
That in difguife a god or goddefs 
Exerts no fupematural powers ; 
But a£Vs on maxims much like ours. 
They fpied at laft a country farm, 
Where all was fnug, and clean, and warm 5 
For woods before, and hills behind, 
Sccur'd it both from rain and wind : 
Large oxen in the field were lowing : 
Good grain was fo>N*A : gciod ^mt wm ^owbg : 
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Of laft-ycar's corh in barns great florc : 

Fat turkeys gobbling at the door : 

And wealth (in fliort) with peace confcnted, 

That people here Ihould live contented : 

But did they in effect do fo ? 

Have padenccy friend, and thou Ihalt know*' 

The honeft farmer and his wife, 
To years declined from prime of life. 
Had flruggled with the marriage noofe ; 
As almofl: every couple does : 
Sometimes, my plague ! fometimes, my darling I 
Killing to-day, tonoaorrow fnarHng; 
Jointly fubmitting to endure 
That evil, which admits no cure. 
Our gods the outward gate unbarr'd : 
Our farmer met them in the yard ; 
Thought they were folks that loft their way; 
And alkM them civily to ftay : 
Told them, for fupper^ or for bed. 
They might go on, and be worfe fped. — 

So faid, fo done; tlie gods confcnt« 
All three into the parlour went : 
They compliment j they fit ; they chat ; 
Fight o'er the wars ; reform the ftate : 
A thoufand knotty points they clear, 
Till fuppcr and my wife appear. 

Jove made his leg, and kifs'd the dame : 
Obfequious Hermes did the fame. 
Jove kifs'd the farmer'* wife, .you fay ! 
JHe did — but in an honeft way : 

L 4 i:i\w\ 
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Oh ! not with half thic wiraith and Ufit, 
With which he kifs'd Amphitryon's wife. — » 

Well then, things handfomely were {enr'd t- 
My miffarefs for the ftrangers carr'd. 
How flrong the beer, how good the meat. 
How loud they laughed, how much they cat^ 
In epic fumptuous would appear ; 
Yet ihall be pafs'd in iilence here t 
For I ihould grieve to have it fatd^ 
That, by a fine defcripdoB led, 
I made n^y epifode tocy }ong^ 
Or tir*d my fnend, to grace my fong. 

The grace-cup ferr'd, riie cloth awa^, 
Jove thought it time to fliew his play : 
Landlord and landlady, he cried^ 
Folly and jefting laid afide, 
That ye thus hofpitably live^ 
And ftrangers with good chear receive, 
Is mighty grateful to your betters. 
And makes e*cn gods themfelves your debtors.. 
To give this thefis plainer proof. 
You have to-night beneath your roof 
A pair of gods (nay never wonder) : 
This youth can %, and I can thunder. 
I'm Jupiter, and he Mercurius, 
My page, ray fon indeed, but fpurious. 
Form then three wilhes, you and Madam ,• 
And fure as you already had 'em. 
The things defir'd, in half an hour, 
hbdll all be. hcrei and in your power». 
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Thank yott, great god«, the woman fajrs^: 
€Hi ! may your altars e^er blaze I 
A Ladk for our filvcr-dilh 
Is what I want, is what I wiih. — > 
A Ladle !' cries the man, a Ladle ! 
Odzooks, Corifca, you have pray*d ill; 
What fliouW be great, you turn to farce ^ 
I wifh the Ladle in your a—. 

With equal grief and ihame, my Mufe^ 
The fequel of the Tale purities j 
The Ladle fell into the room, 
And fluck in old Corifca's bum^ 
Our couple weep two wiflies pafl, 
And kindly join to form the laft ; 
To eafe the woman's aukward pain,. 
And get the Ladle out again. 

MORAL- 

'TP H I S commoner has worth and parts,, 
■*" Is prais'd for arms, or lov'd for arts :- 
His head aches for acoronet : 
And who is blefsM that is not great? 

Some fenfe, and more eftate, kind Hcavenr' 
To this well-lotted peer, has given : 
What then ? He mud Iwivc rule and fway :- 
And all is wrong, till be *s in play. 

The mifer muft make up his plumb. 
And dares not touch the hoarded fu«n y 
The fickly dotar<l wants a wnfc. 
To draw off" hisiafl dreg^ of. ^ic. 
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Againft our peace we arm our will t 
Amtdfl; our plenty, fomething fliU 
For liorfcs, houfesy pidures, planUDg, 
To thee» to me, to him, is wanting. 
The cruel fomething unpoOefs'd 
Corrodesy and leavens all the reft. 
That fomething, if we could obtain. 
Would foon create a future pain : 
And to die coffin, from the cradle, 
Tis all a Wiih, and all a Ladle. 

Written at P A R I S, 1700. 
In the Beginning of Robe's G£Ogr aphv. 

f\ F all that William rules, or Robe 
^^ Defcribes, great Rhea, of thy globe j 
When or on poft-horfe, or in chaife. 
With much expence, and little eafe. 
My deiHn'd miles 1 fhall have gone, 
By Thames or Maefe, by Po or Rhone, 
And found no foot of earth my own ; 
Great Motlier, let me once be able 
To have a garden, houfe, and fUble ; 
That I may read, and ride, and plant, 
Superior to deiire or want ; 
And as health fails, and years increaGe, 
Sit down, and tliink, and die, in peace. 
Oblige thy favourite undertakers 
To throw me in but twenty acres : 



} 
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This number fure they may allow ; 
For pafture ten, and ten for plow : 
*Tis all that I could wifli or hope, 
For me and John, and Nell and Crop. 

Then, as thou wilt, difpofc the reft 
(And let not Fortune fpoil the jeft) 
To thofe who, at the market- rate. 
Can barter honour for eftate. 

Now, if thou grant*ft me my requeft. 
To make thy votary truly bleft, 
Let curft revenge and faucy pride 
To fome bleak rock far off be tied; 
Nor e*er approach my rural feat. 
To tempt me to be bafe and great. 

And, Goddefs, this kind office done, 
Charge Venus to command her fon 
(Where-ever elfe fhe lets him rove) 
To Ihun my houfe, and field, and grove : 
Peace cannot dwell with Hate or Love. 

Hear, gracious Rhea, what I fay : 
And thy petitioner fhall pray. 



} 



Written in the Beginning ofMEZERAY^s 
Hiflory of F r a n c e. 
I. 
TXT" H AT E ' E R thy countrymen have done, 
^ ^ By law and wit, by fword and gun, 

In thee is faithfully recited : 
And all the living world, that view 
Thy work, give thee the praifes due, 
At once inflruftcd and dcWgW^, 



\VX^ 
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11. 

Yet for the fame of all thcfe de^ds 
What beggar in the InvalideSy 

With Iamenef« broke, with biiajneft fmittfii, 
Wilh*d ever decently to die, 
To have been either Mezeray, 

Or any montrch he has Written ? 
III. 
It 's ftrange, dear author, yet it true is. 
That, down from Pharainond to Louis, 

All covet life, yet call it pain 5 
All feel the ill, yet ihun the cure : 
Can fenfe this paradox endure ? 

Refolve iije, Cambrjiy, or Fontaine. 
IV. 
The man, in graver tragick known 
(Though his beft part Ipng lince was done), 

Still on the ftage defires to tarry : 
And he, who play'd the Harlequin, 
After the jefl ftill loads the fcene. 

Unwilling to retire, though weary. 



Written in the Nouveaux Inter^ts dcs 
Princes de 1'Europe, 

"D LEST be the princes, \x4io have fought 
"■^ For pompous names, or wide doBiinioD j 
Since by their error we are taught, 
TJiat h^p>nfiffi is but opinion I 
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Adriani MoRiENTis ad Animam Suam» 



ANIMULA vagula, blandula, 
Hofpes, comefque corporis, 
Quae nunc abibis in loca, 
Pallidula, rigida, nudula? 
Nee, ut foles, dabis joca. 



By MoniieurFoNTENfiLLE. 

MA petite ame, ma mignonne, 

Tu t'en vas dobCy ma filie, & Dieu fache ou t^ vass 

Tu pars feulette, nue, & tremblotante, hclat ! 

Q^e deviendra ton humeur folichonne ^ 

Qjie deviendroAt tant de jolis Ibats ? 



IMITATED. 

POOR, little, pretty, fluttering thing, 

Muft we no longer live together ? 
And dofl thou prune thy trembling wing, 

To take thy flight thou know'fl not whither ? 
Thy humourous vein, thy pleaiing folly» 

Lies all negle^ed, all forgot : 
And, penfive, wavering, melancholy. 

Thou dread'ft and hop'ft thou know'A not what. 



K^^SS^v^ 
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A PalTage ia theMoRi^ Encomium, 
of Eras mus, imitated. 

T N awful pomp» and melancholy flate, 
*• See fettled Reafon on the judgeroent-feat : 
Around her croud Diftruft, and Doubt, and -Fear, 
And thoughtful Forefight, and tormenting Care : 
Far from the throne, the trembling Pleafurcs (land, 
Chain'd up, or exil'd by her ilern command. 
Wretched her fubjefls, gloomy fits the queen; 
Till happy Chance reverts the cruel fccnc $ 
And a^fh Folly, with her wild rcfort 
Of Vfit and jeft, difturbs the folemn court. 

Sec the fantaftic minftrelfy advance. 
To breathe the fong, and animate the dance. 
Bleft the ufurper ! happy the furprizc ! 
Her mimic pollutes catch our eager eyes ; 
Her jingling bells aiFe£t our captive ear ; 
And in the fights we fee, and founds we hear, 
Againft our judgement, fhe our fenfe employs ; 
The laws of troubled Reafon fhe deftroys. 
And in their place rejoices to indite 
Wild fchcmes of mirth, and plans of loofc delight. 



To 
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To Dr. SHERLOCK, 

ON HIS 

Practical Discourse concerning Death. 

"C^ORGIVE the Mufe, who, in unhallov/d ftrains, 
•*" The Saint one moment from his God detains : 
For furc, whatever you do, wherc-c'er you arc, 
*Tis all but one good work, one conftant prayer r 
Forgive her ; and intreat that God, to whom 
Thy favour*d vows with kind acceptance come. 
To raife her notes to that fublimc degree. 
Which fuits a fong of piety and thee. 

Wondrous good man ! whofe labours may repel 
The force of fm, may flop the rage of hell 5 
Thou, like the Baptifl, from thy God waft fent, 
The crying voice, to bid the world repent. 

The Youth Ihall fludy, and no more engage 
Their flattering wifhes for uncertain age ; 
No more, with fruitlefs care and cheated ftrife. 
Chafe fleeting pleafure through this maze of lifej 
Finding the wretched all they here can have. 
But prefcnt food, and but a future grave : 
Each, great as Philip's viftor fon, ihall view 
This abje£); world, and, weeping, alk a new* ^ 

Decrepit Age ihall read thee, and confefs 
Thy labours can afluage, where medicines ceafc | 
Shall blcfs thy words, their wounded foul's relief, 
The drops that fweeten their laft dregs of life ^ 
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^Shall look to Heaven, and laugh at all booeath j 
Own riches gather'd, trouble; fame, a breath; 
And Life ao ill, whofe only cure is Dettlw 

Thy even thoughts with fo much plainncfs flow, 
Their fenfc untutor'd Infancy may know : 
Yet to fuch height is all that plainncfs wrought. 
Wit may admire, and lettered .pride be taugbu 
£afy in words thy %le, in fenfe ^blime. 

On its bled Aeps each age and fex may rife^ 
Tis like the ladder in the Patriarch's dream, 

Its foot on earth, its height above the ikies : 
l^iffus'd its virtue, boundlefs is its powerj 

^Tis public health, and univerfal cure : 

Of heavenly manna 'tis a fecond feaft ) 
A nation*8 food, and all to every tafte. 

To its lad height mad Britain's guilt was rear'd ; 
And various death for various crimes ^ihe fear*d. 
With your kind work her drooping hopes revive; 

Tou bid her read, repent, adore, and Hvc : 
You wred the bolt from Heaven's avenging hand^ 
Stop ready death, and fave a finking land. 
O f favcus ftill ; ftiU blcfs us with thy flay : 

'O ! want thy Heaven, till we have learnt the way 4 
Kefufe to leave thy deiUn'd charge too foon ; 

And, for the church's ^ood, defer thy own* 

«0 ! live ; and kl thy workt urge our belief; 

Live to explain thy do£lrine by thy life ; 

Till future Infancy, baptiu'd by tl^e, 

<Grow ripe in years, and old in piety ; 

Till ChriftiaiM, y«t unboM^ «bc taught to die. 



1 



Tlicn, in full age and koary liolinefs, 
Hedrcy gresit teacher ! to thy promis'd blUs : 
Untouched thy t0mb> uninjur*d be thy dviit. 
As thy own- fame among the future jnft ; 
Till in laft founds the dreadful trumpet fpeaks y 
Till Judgement calls> and quicken'd Nature wake^j 
Tilly through the utmofl: earthy and deepe(t fei^ 
Our fcatter'd atoms £iid their deiHn^d way. 
In hafte to cloach tlieir kkid red-' foals' agatn^ 
Perfe£^ our ftate, and bHild ifttmortal man : 
Then fearlefs tliou, u^ko well fuMn'dft the €gh^ 
7» ftaSm of jfoy» or traSbs cif endlefs liglit. 
Lead up all thofe who heard thee, and bebev'd ; 
'Midft thy own flock, great ihepherd \ 4)e teeetv'di 
And glad all Heaven witlrmtlbon^tfabtt haft fjrr'd* 



} 



CARMEN S-ECULAR*, for theYcJtf 1700. 
To thft K-J N G. 

i' Afpiccy yenturo hettntur ut omnia fiec'lo : 
** O miki tarn longae maneat pass ultima vit9 
** SpirltuV & ^aiiUMI'lat enc tua Idicejpe fa6^a !" 

Vkg. Eclog. lu 

1/ 

?J^ H Y eldcflodc, gr«ac Jamis, ci£t 
^ Into the lodg records of ag^s paft : 
'Review the y^rs in fiiireft aClion dreft 
With notad wkk«» fuperkr ta the reil f 

Vol. h M "R^t* 
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JErz*: deriv'd, and chronicles htgan. 

From empircf founded, and from battles won; 

Shew all the fpmls by Taliant kings atchiev*d. 

And groaning nations by their arms relier'd ; 

The wounds of patriots in their country's caufe. 

And happy power fuftain'd by wholefome laws % 

In comely rank call every merit fbrdi. 

Imprint on every ad its (landard- worth ; 

The glorious parallels then downward bring 

To modem wonders, and to Britsun's king; 

With^ual judice, and hiftoric care, 

Their laws, their toils, their arms, with his compile i 

Cbnfcfs the various attributes of fnne 

Colle6bd and coiAplete in William's name; 

wTo all the liftemog world relate 
(As thou deft his (lory read), 
That notWng went before fo great, 

. • And nothing greater; can fucceed* 

Thy native Latium wis thy darling care, 
Prudent in peace, and terrible in war : 
The boldcil virtues that have govern'd earth * 
From JLatium's fruitful womb derive tlhcir bitth^ 

Then turn to her faiir-^ttefta ^agt • • " ' " ■ 
From dawning childhood to e{labli(h*d age 

The glories of her cmprrc trace 5 
Confront the heros of thy Roman race ; 
And let the jufleft palm the vigor's temples grace. 

III. 
TTic fon of Mars reduced the trripbling fwainsi 
And fprezd his empire o'er ii\c ^ilbia ^\3wxa^. 
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Bat yet the ^abms violatdl charms 
Obfcur'd the glory of his riOng armt« . 
Numa the rights of (Iri^ religion knew; 
On every altar laid the incenfe due ; 

UnfkilPd to dart the pointed fpear. 
Or lead the forward youth to noble war. 
Stem imtus was with too much horror good» 
Holding his fafces flaln*d with filial blood.' 
Fabius was wife, but with exccfs of care 
He fav'd his country, but prolonged the war. 
While Deciusy Paulus, Curiiis, greatly fought. 

And by tlieir flrid examples taught. 

How wild defires fliould bccontroul'd. 
And how much brighter vinue was than gold t 
They fcarce their fwelling thirft of fame could hide • 
And boalled poverty with too much pride. 
fixcefs in youth made Scipio Icfs rever'd : 
And CaCOy dying, feem'd to own, he fcar'd. ^ 

Julius with honour tam'd Rome's foreign foes j 
But patriots fail, fcre the dilator rofe. 
And, while wiih cltmency Augullus reign'd, 
Tlie monarch was ador'd ; the city chain 'd. 

IV. 
With jufteft honour be their merits drcft ; 

But be their failings too confeft : 

Their virtue like their Tybcr's flood 
Rolling, its courfe dcfign'd their country's good. 
But oft' the torrent's too impetuous fpced 
From the low earth tore feme polluting weed ; 

M z A.nd 
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And with the blood of Jove then always na 
Some tUot part, fbnie-tiiiftvfc d the tum^. 

y. 

^ Few Tirtncs after thcfe fo far prevail. 
But that their ^ices more than turn th^ fcale ; 
ITalouTy grown wild^by pridei an4 power by n^;e^ 

Did the true charms «f majefty impair 2 
. -Rome by degrees^ advanciog more In age, 

Shew'd fad remainsx^Df what had once been fair % 
"^ Till Heaven a better race of men fuppUes ; 
. And glory ihooa new beams from wcflem flues. 

VI. 

* Turn theft to Phawicmd and Charkmau^ 
And the long heros of the Gallic ibratn t 

' £xperienc*d chiefs^ for hardy pcowefs known. 
And bloody wreaths in venturous battles woo. 
From the firft Wilham^ our great Norman king» 
The bold Plantagenets and Tudors bring | 
niuflrious virtues, who by turns have roCe, 
In foreign ^Ids to check Britannia's foes ; 
With happy laws her empize to fufcain { 
And with full power aifert her ambient main. 
But fometimesy too induibrious to be great, 
Nor patient to expe6^ the turns of fate. 
They openM camps, defbrm'd by civil fight. 
And made proud couqucfl trample over right ; 
Difpancd Britain mourn'd their doubtful fway^ 
And dreaded both, whcfli neither would obey, 

VII, From 
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VII. 

Ffom DiditT and imperial A(lolph trace 
The gkNtous offspring of the Naflau race. 
Devoted lives to public libertv ; 
The chief ftill dying, or the country frfee. ^ 
Then fee the kindred blood of- Orange flow, 
Fiom warlike Comet, through the loins of Beau ; 
Through Chalon next, and there with Naffau join, 
From Rhone's fair banks tranfplanted to the Rlune*. 
Bring next the royal liil of 8tuans forth. 
Undaunted minds^ that ru^'d the rugged north ; 
Till' Heaven's decrees by ripening times are ihown ; 
Till Soorland^s kings afcend the Engliih throne } 
And the fair rivals live for ever one. 
VIII. 
Janus, mighty deity, 

Be kind j and, as thy fcarching eye 

Does our modern (lory trace. 

Finding feme of Stuart's race 

Unhappy, pafs their annals by : 
No harfh refteftion let remembrance raife r 
Forbear to mention what thou canfl not praife : 
But, as thou dwcll'ft upon that heavenly name*^ 
To grief for ever facred, as to fame. 
Oh ! read it to thyfelf ; in filence weep; 
And thy convulfive forrows inward keep ; 
Left Britain's grief fhould waken at the found. 
And blood guA frefh from her eternal wound.. 

♦ Mar\r^ 
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IX. 

Whither wouldft thou further look } 
Read Williain's ads, and clofe the ample book : 
Fcrufe the wonders of his dawning life : 

Howy like Alcides, he began ; 
With infant ]>atience calor'd feditious (hife; 

And quell'd the fnakes which round his cradle ran. 

X. 
Dcfcribe his yoatba attentive to alarmsy 
By dangers form'd, and perfe£^ed in arms : 
When conquering, ooild ; when conquered, not dif- 

grac'd; 
By wrongs not Icflcn'd, nor by triumplis rais'd : 

Superior to the blind events 

Ot' little human accidents ; 

And conftant to his firft decree. 
To curb the proud, to kt the injured free ; 
To bow the haughty neck, and raife the fuppliant 
knee. 

XL 
His opening years to riper manhood bring; 
And fee the hero perfeft in the king : 
Imperious arms by manly reafon fway'd. 
And power fupreme by free confent obey'd ; 
With how much hade his mercy meets his focs» 
And ho;iv unbounded his forgivenefs fk>ws ; 
With what defire he makes his fubje6ls blefsVJ, 
His favours granted ere his throne addrefs'd : 
What trophies o*cr our captiv'd hearts he rears. 
By airs of peace more potent, than by wars : 



} 
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How o'er himfclf as o'er the wotld he feigns, 
His morals flrengthening what his law ordaiAs* 

XH. 
Through all his thread of life already fpun, 
Becpming grace and proper a6iioa run : 
The piece by Virtue's equal hand is wrought, 
Mixt with no crime, and ihaded with no fault ; 

No footfteps of the vi£lor*s rage ; 

Left in the camp where WilUam did eogage : 

No tin£lure of the monarch's pride 

Upon the royal purple fpy'd : 

His fame, like gold, the more 'tis try*d. 
The more fhall its intriniic worth proclaim ; 
Shall pafs the combat of the fearching flame. 

And triumph o'er the vanquifli'd heat. 

For ever coming out the fame. 
And lofmg nor its luftre nor its weight. 
, . XIII. 

Janus, be to William juftj 
To faithful Hiftory his actions truft : 

Command her, with peculiar care 
To trace each toil, and comment every war t 

His faving wonders bid her write 

In charafters diftinftly bright $ 

T^at each revolving age may read 
The Patriot's piety, the Hero's deed : 
And ftill the fire inculcate to his fon 
Tranfmiilive Icfifons of the king's renown ; 

That William's glory ftill may live j 

When all that prcfeut art can give, . .; 

M 4 * 'W^ 



The pillared Hurble, and the tablet brafs^ 

Mouldefkl^^ drop tfaeyi£ior'$ pnuier 

When the great monumcott^f his power , 

Shall now be vMible no more : 
When Sambre fliaU have changed her. Vindittg flood; 

And phildren aik> whei^e Namur flood. 

Namur, proud city, how her towers were arm'd t 

How fhe coptemn'd ch*^ approaching foe ! 
Tfll ihe by William's trumpets was alarmVl, 
Apd fhook, and funk, and fejl beneath his bloww 

Jove and Pallas, mighty powers. 
Guided the hero to die hoftile towers. 

Pf:rfeus feem'd lefs fwift in war. 

When, wing*d with fpeed, he flfiw through air*. 

Embattled nations flrive in vain 

The Hero's glory to reftrain : 
Streams arm'd with rocks,, and mount^ns red with £re».' 

In vain againfl his force confpire. 
Behold him from tlie dreadful height appear ! 
And lo ! Britannia's lions waving there» 
XV. 
Europe freed, and France repcll'd^ 

The Hero from the lieight beheld : 
He fpake the word, that war and rage ikould ceaib ^ 
He bid the Macfc and Rhine in fafcty flow j 

And di£^ated a lading peace 

To the rejoicing world below. 
To refcued ftates, and vindicated crowns, 
His e^ual hand prelbnb'd their ancient bounds f 



Or^atnMy whom emry prorinfic ibottifl obeys . ' .4^} 
How far-eacK noiuiich jboald extead'ius fwvy t ^ 
T^Bight them how eloBency made power rerer'd s 
And tliat the prinot beloY'd was tnUy fesr'cL ... 
Firm by his fide unfpoceed Honour ftood^ "^ 

Pleas'd to confe&iiim not fo great as good i 
His head with brighter beams 'ftiir Virtue deck'd^ 
Than thofe which all iiis numerous crowns ttAdk ; . 
Eftablifh'd Sfeedom clapp'd heir joyfoi wings } 
ProcUsm'd the fird of men, and beft of kings, 
XVI. 

Whither would the Mja(c afpire 

With Pindar's rage, widiout his fire ; 

Pardon me, Janus, twas a fault. 

Created by too gireat a thought : 

Mindlefs of the God and day, 

I from thy altars, Janus, ftray, 
From thee, and from myfclf, borne far awiy. 

The fiery Pcgafus difdains 
To mind the rider's voice, or hear the reins r 
Wlien glorious fields and opening camps he idewsy 

He runs with an unbounded loofe : 
Hardly the Mufe can fit the headfbrong horfc f 
Nor would (he, if ihe could, check his impetuous foroei . 
With the glad noife the cliffs and valltes ring. 
While (he through earth and air purfues the king* 

XVIL 
She now beholds him on ti)e Belgic fhort ; 
Whilft Britain's lean his ready help implote^ 
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DiiTembling foF her fiike his rifing cares. 

And with wife (ilence pondering vengeful wars. 

She |:hn>ugh the raging ocean now 
Views him advqncirig his aufpicious prowi 
Combating advcrfe winds and winter Aas, ■ 
Sighing the moments that defer our eafe ; 
Daring to weild the fceptcr*s dangerous weight. 
And taking the command, to fave the (late ; 
Though, ere the doubtful gift can' be fecurM, 
New wars.muft be fuftainM, n^w wounds endur*tl. 

XVIII. 
Through rough Ierne*s camps fhe founds alarms, 
And kingdoms yet to be rcdecm'd by arms ; 
In the dank marflics finds her glorious tlieme ; 
And plunges after him through Boyne*s fierce ftrcam, 
She bids the Nereids run with trembling hafte, 
To tell old Ocean how the Hero paft. 
The God rebukes their fear, and owns the praifc 
Worthy that arm, wliofe empire he obeys. 

XIX. 
Back fo bis Albion (he delights to bring 
The humbled viftor, and the kindeft king. 
Albion with open triumph would receive 
; Her Hero, nor obtains his leave : 
Firm he rejefts the altars (he would raife ; 
And tlianks the zeal, while he declines the praife. 
Again fhe follows him through Belgians land, 
And countries often fav*d by William's hand j 
Hears joyful nations blcfs thofe happy toMs, 
Wiiich it^ the people, but returned the fpoils. 
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In various views ihe tries her conftant theme i 
Finds him in councils, and in arms the fame i 
When certMn to overcome, bdin'd to fave^ 
Tardy to vengeance, and with mercy brave. 

XX. 
Sudden another fcene employs her- fight i 
She fcts her Hero in another light; 
Paints his great mind fupcrior to fuccefs. 
Declining conqueft, to eftabliih peace : 
She brings Aftrea down to earth again f 
And Qiiict, brooding o*er his future reign, 

XXI. 
Then with unweary wbg the Goddcfs fears 
Eaft, over Danube and Propontis* ihores ; 
Where jarring empires, ready to engage. 
Retard their armies, and fufpend their rage ; 
Till WilKam's word, like that of Fate, declares. 
If they ihall ftudy peace, or lengthen wars. 
How facred bis renown for equal laws. 
To whom the world defers its comnu>n caufe ? 
How fair his fricndfhips, and his leagues how jufl. 
Whom every nation courts, whom all religions trull J 

XXII. 
From the Maeotis to the Northern fea. 

The Goddcfs wings her defperate way ; 
Sees the young Mufcovite, the mighty head, 
Whofe fovcreign terror forty nations dread, 
Inamour'd with a greater monarch's praife. 
And pairing half the earth to his embrace : 
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She in hit mk bdiolds hit Yolga't fbice^ 
O'er precfptces with impetuous fwaf 
Breaking, tnd^: athe rolk his rapid couricy 
Drowmngf. or bearing idown, whatever meets his wa}^ 
But her own kingihe likens to his Thames, 
With gentle couf£a devolving fhiicfuTftzcant ; 
Serene yet ftrong, majelUe yet fedate,. . 
Swift without»violence, wkhom terror grmr. 
Each ardent nymph the filing current craves | 
Each (hepherd's ptajrer retards the parting waves s 
The vales along the bank their fweets difclole ; 
F^elh flowers for ever rifrr and fruitful harveft grow9» 

XXIII. 
Yet whither would th* adventurous Goddds go ? 
Sees ihe not clouds, and earth, and main, below ? 
Minds ihe the dangers of the Lycian coaft,* 
And fields, where mad Bellerophon was loft ? 

Or is her towering flight reclaimed 
By feas from Icarus's downfall nam'd ?" 
Vain is the call, and ufclefs the advice : 
To wife perfuafioB deaf>and human cries^ 

' Yet upward ihe ineeifant flies ; 
Refolv'd to reach the high empyrean fphere. 
And tell great Jove, ihe fnigs his image here ; 
To aik for William an Ol3rmpic crown. 
To Chromius* ibrength, and Theron^ls fpeed unknown r 
Till, lod in trackiefs fields of fhining day, 

Unable to difcem the way, 
Which Naflau'S virtue only could explore, . 
f^ouch^d, unknown f to any Mufe before i. 



"Shci from the noble prectfiicn tlirow0» \\ 

Comes nifhing witk amcommoB niin down. 

Glorious attempt h .tmhaj^}^ fttft I 
The foDg too daiiogt and the thcise tte gi;«acl 

Yet rather*duit Bm wills to 4if , 
Than in 'OontimiBd anoida live, to^iuig 
A fecond hero, or a Ttt^r king ; 

And with ignoble ik&xf Bf 
In fight of earthy fdoag a middk ikf. 

XXIV. 
To Janus' altars, and the numerous throog * 

That robnd hwmyftic temple preft. 

For William^s life and AlbioB'S peace, 
Ambitious Mufe, reduce the roving foiig. 

Janus, caft thy forward eyt 
Future, Into great Rh^a^s pregnant wom^ j 

Where young ideas brooding He, 

And tender images of things to come : 

Till, by thy high commands releas'dl,' 
Till, by thy hand in proper atoms dref^'d| 
In decent order they advance to figjht ; 
Ytt then too fwiftly fleet by human fight; 
Afkd meditatiioo foon their evertaftiDg flight. 

XXV. 
Nor beaks of ihipe in naval triumph bone, 
Nor flandards from the hoftik ramparts forn^ 

Nor trophica. brotnght from battka wod» 
Ncir oaken wreatht nor nunJ crownt 

. . Ca» 
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Can any future honours-give 

To the vi£^orious monarch's name s . 

The plenitude of William's fame ' 
Can no accumidaied lh>ies receive. . : 
Shut then, aufpicious God, thy facied gate, • • 
And make us happy, as our king is.gteac. .:. 

Be kind, and with a milder hand . . <i' 
Cloiing the volume of the finifli'd age 

(Though noble, 'twas an iron page) . 

A more delightful leaf expand, 
Free ^m alarms, and fierce Bellona's rage : . 
Bid the great months begin tlieir joyful round. 
By Flora fome, and fome by Ceres crown'd ; 
Teach the glad hours to fcatter, as they fly. 
Soft quiet, gentle love, and endlefs joy; 
Lead forth the years for peace and plenty fam*d. 
From Saturn's rule and better metal nam'd. 

XXVI. 
Secure by William's care let Britain ftand j 

Kor dread the bold invader's hand : 
Frpm adverfe ihores in (afety let her hear 
Foreign calamity^ and diftant war ; 
Of which let her,' great Heaven, no portion beaf ! 
Betwixt the nations let her hold her fcale. 
And, as fhe wills, let either part prevail : 
Let her glad vallies fmile with wavy com 5 
Let fleecy flocks her rifing hills adorn j 
Around her coaft let ftrong defence be fpread ; 
IjCI fair abundance on her bread be ihed ; 
jincThcdrcnJy fwccts bloom round xhc Goddcfs' head ! 
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xivit 

WTfere the white towers and ancient roofs did (land. 
Remains of Wolfey*s or great Henry's hand. 
To agt now yielding, or dcvour*d by flame. 
Let a young phoenix raife her towering head j 
Her wings with lengthened honour let her fpread j 
And by her grcatnefs (hew her builder's fame : 
Auguft and open, as the hero's mind. 

Be her capacious courts defigh'd : 

Let every facrcd pillar bear 
Trophies of arms, and monuments of war. 
The king fliall there in Parian marble breathe, 
His fliouldcr bleeding freih : and at his feet 

DifarinM fliall lie the threatening death : 
[For fo was faying Jove's decree compleat). 
Behind, that angel fliall be plac'd, whofe fliicld 

Sav'd Europe, in the blow repell'd : 
On the firm baiis, from liis oozy bed, 

Boyne fliall railc Jiis laurePd head } 

And his imbiortal idream be 'known, 
Artfully waving through the wounded (lone* 
XXVIIL' * 

And thou,, imperial Windfor, (land enUfg'd, ' 

With all the monarch'^' trophies charg'd ; 
Thou, th^ fair heaven^ that doft the (hrs incloib. 
Which William!^ bofoni' wears, or hand be(bws 
On the gteat <;himpion8 who fupport his throne, . 

Aad vircwpsj^eiir^tohi&owa* ... -"2 

(l^-i XXIX>Roun4 



Round OamomiVkMen, theu ty^ the myilic Arin^ 
That makcfr the knig^ compsnion to tlie kisg. 
From glorious camps return'^, aod foreign fields^ 
Bowing before thy fainted warrior's ihrioe, 
•Fail by his great forefather's coats^ and ihields 
' Blazon'd from Bobun's or from Butler's line. 
He hangs his arms ; nor fears thofe arms ihould fliio 
"With an unequal ray^ or ^t his deed 
< With paler glory ihould recede, 
Eclips'd by theirs, or leden'd by the fame 
' £v'n of his own maternal NalTau's- name. 

XXX. 
Thou fmiling feed great Dorfet's worth confeft, 
The ray diftingulihiflg the patriot's breafl ; 
Born to prote6l and love, to help ancf pleafe | 
Sovereign of wit, and ornament of peaee. 
O ! long as breath mfbrms thxi' fleeting fngne^ 
Ne'er let me pafs in fUence Dorfet^ name ; 
Ne'er ceafe to mention the continuibd'debt, « 

Which the grea^jpatron only would' forget, 
And duty, 7ong as life, Inuf! ihtdy to acquit. ' 

XXXf. 

Renown'd IB tl^ 1M0I# fliaa CaAidUblbOMlr 
AiTerting legal powvr «dl jvft ooOMMAd : 
To the great houft cbf iwm ftalt hi ihtwiv 
The fathtifB flas tntifiniOlMto iIm iMk 
From thiBt fka Tidincik Md dto^ t tif w m m ^ 'twn 
tnform'd, their fire's immmmA flep^ MliMMPU- 

■ 4^ ' Hap] 



Happy^ may dieir fons itoeive 
The bright reward, ^hich th6u alOne'Caoft^ve'!' 

XXXIL 
And if a God'thcfe lucky numbers guide j 
If fure Apollo o'er the verfc prcfide ; 
Jerfey, belov'd by all <for all muft feel 

The iAfhieilde df a form and mind. 
Where comely grace and cdhdaht vlrtije'' dWtTI, 
Like mingled ftreattts, more forcible wliehjoitt'd)^^'" 

Jerfey "ftiall- at thy altars ftanid r 

Shall there receive the ature band, 
Thacftfttft fflatk of favour and of faltnc. 

Familiar to" the Villich* name. 

xxXiW. 

Science to raife,- and knowledge to enlarge^^ 

Be our great mailer's future charge ; 
To write lus'ov;nii mtmoirsi and l^aVe has heit$ 
High fchemes of go^errieient, and plariiof wiors | 
By fair rewards our noble 3routh lo^aifc- 
To emulous m^it^ and to thirft of pranfe ; 
To lead them oitt from eafe' ere' op^tiihlf dawn 
Through tl}^ thick foreft and the diiUnt lawn^ 
Where the fieet flag eiiif^oys their arden't Csfre^ 
And chaces give them images of war ; 
To teach them yigtlaufce by falfe alarms r 
Inure then^ in'feig^'d camp^ td real arm's t 
Pra£Ufe them now to curb the turning fleed^ 
Mocking. t\yt foe i now (0 his rafiid fpeed 
To give the rein, and in the full career 
l^'dfaw the certain fword, or fend the pointed fpear. 
VOL.L . N ^XXXXS- 
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XXXIV. 

Let him unite his fubjc6^8 hearts. 
Planting focieties for peaceful ans ; 
Some that in nature iball true knowledge founds 
And by experiment make precept found ; 
Some that to morids ihall recaU the age. 
And purge from vicious drofs the finking flage; 
Sbme that nxrith care true eloquence ihall teach. 
And to juft idioms fix our doubtful iiptech ; 
That ^m our writers diflant realms nuy know 

The thanks we to our monarch owe $ 
And fchools pro£Efs our tongue through every land* 
That has invok'^ his aid, or blefl his hand. 

XXXV. 
Let his high power the drooping Mufes rear^ 
The Mufes only can reward his care : 
^Tis they diat guard the great Atrides' fpoils } 
^is they that ftill renew Ulyflcs' toils : 
To them by fmiling Jove ^was given, to favc 
Diftinguifh'd patriots from the common grave | 
To them, great William's glory to recall. 
When flatues moulder, and when arches faU« 
VoT let th^ Mufes, with ungrateful pride. 

The fources of their tieafure hide : 
The Hero's virtue does the firing infpirc, 
When with big joy they ftrike the living Ijrie, 

On William *s fame their fate depends ; 
With him the foog begins ,* with him it ends. 
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Jprom the bright effluence of his deed 

^hcy borrow that refle^ed light; 

With which the lafting lamp they feed, 
Whofe beams difpel the damps of enyious nlghc 

XXXVL 
Through various climes, and to each diftant pole, 
In happy tides let a£tive commerce roll : 
Let Britain's ihips export an annual fleece. 
Richer than Argos brought to ancient Greece r 
Returning loaden with the ihining flores, 
Which lie profufe on either India's fhores. 
As our high veflcls pafs their watery way. 
Let all the naval world due homage pay : 
With hafty reverence their top-honours lowex^ 

Confefling the aflfertcd power. 
To whom by Fate *twas given, with happy fway'^ 
To calm the earth, and vindicate the fea. 

XXXVII. 
Our prayers are heard ; our mafter^s fleets ihall g9 
As far as winds can bear, or waters flow, 
Kew lands to make, new Indias to explore. 
In worlds unknown to plant Britannia's power |^ 
Nations yet wild by precept to reclaim, 
And teach them arms and arts in William's name* 

XXXVIIL 
With humble joy, and with refpcftful fear. 
The liftcning people fliall his ftery hear, 
The wounds he bore, the dangers he fuftainM, 
How far he conquered, and how well he rcign'd ; 

N a ShaK 
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Shall own his metpy cqu4' tp.hk &in^« 
And form their childi;c»i's.aQCfmt^,to hU nf^fi^ 
Enquiring hoW| and wl^o,^ fipm Heavon lieiGa(afi« 
Their regal VfP^^s. d^ wi Ar Wuftf 5 Hi% 
Their little lufts of arbitrary piidc, 

Nor bcv tofiBe. theic vaijfal^ ty 'd^ 
When XVilfiam's virtues, rs^i^,tl)Qir OReQMigitbpitsbt^. 
His forty years for pul^U(:.fj:e.edo^.fo\4g^tt 

Europe by his handifui^^iii'^^. 
His conqueft by his pic^ty reftraia'di. 
And o*er himfelf tbo Uf( gniat triomph- g9M»'4i 
XXXHI^ • . 

No longer ihall their wnU(;hfd. zeal adoro \ 

Ideas of deflru£Uvepower»: f. 

Spirits that'hurty and godheads that dc^VQur : ^ 

New incenfe they ihall bringi. new altars, raife^ 
And fill their temples with a Aranger's praife; 
When the great father's charaflt r they find 
Vifibly flampt upon, the heroXmindj, 
And own a prefent Deity cpnfeft. 
In valour that preferv'd^ and power that blefL 

Through the large convex of the azure iky 
(For thither Nature cafts olir common eye) 
Fierce meteors ihoot their, arbitrary light ; 
And comets march with Uwlefs horror bright| 
Thefe hear no rule, no righteous order own ; 
Their influence dreaded as their ways unknown ; 
Through threatened lands they wild deflrudtion throw^ 
TjU ardent prayer averts ther.pu))lic woe. 
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But the bright orb that^kCds all above^ 

The facrcd f«t, the ttiH^fcfa of Jcrrc, 

Rules not his a^^Ms by ta(|iind6Us wHl { 

^or by ungbvemM fbim 4ie6liht% to ill : 

JPix*d by juft laws, he 'goes for ever right : 

Mail knows hk cooife, and chcnoe a4ores his light* 

XLI. 
O Janus i *would Sntretted Fate ^onfpixlB 
To grant what Sritaiii'SB vnikt» «duM requht { 
Above, that Stin ftoutd cede his Way t6 go^ 
Ere William ^kk to rufe^ ani blefe bdoMr : 

But a relentkfs H^eftiny 

Urges all that e*er Wis 4mI«i t 
Snatch 'd from her «it!is» BritanBta on^ mud moiifB 
The Demi-God ; the tartWy half muft die. 
Yet if our incenfe can your wrdlth reo^ove ; 
If human prayers avail on minds abov« { 
Exert, great God ! thy intereft in the flcy, 
Gain each kind Power^ each guardian D^ityg 

That, conquer*d by the public vow, 
They bear the difmal mifchief far away ! 
O ! long as utmoft nature may allow. 

Let them retard the threatened day ! 
Still be our inafter's life thy happy care : 
Still let his bleflings with his years increafe t 
To his laborious youth, cohfumM in war. 
Add lading age, adorn'd and crown'd with pqacc t 
Let twifted oUves bind thofc laurels faft, 
- Whofe verdure muft for ever kll I 

N I XLn. 
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XUL 
Long let diis growing ana bk& his fwxyj 
And let oar fons hb picienc mk obey : 
On his Aire Tirtoe long kt eardi lely. 
And late let the imperial eagle By, 
To bear the Hero tfanmgh fab fttfaer's fkj. 
To Leda's twins, or he wfaofe glorious fpeed 
On foot prerail'd, or he who tam'd the deed ; 
To Herouksy wt length abfolr'd by fate 
From earthly toil, and abore enry great; 
To Virgil's theme, bright Cytherea's ism. 
Sire of the Latian and the Britiih throne : 

To all die radiant names above, 

Kever'd by men, and dear to Jove ; 

Late, Janus, let the Naflau-ftar 
Kew-bom, in riiing majefty a{^>ear. 
To triumph over vanquifli'd nighty 

And guide the profperous mariner 
With evearlafting beams of friendly light. 

The Rbmedt worfe thaa the Dheasc» 

T SENT forRatclifife; was fo ill^ 
-■• That other Doctors gave me overt • 
He felt my puKe, prefcrib'd his pill^ 
And I was likely to recover^ 

But, when the wit began to wheeze,. 

And wine had warm'd the Politician^ 
Cur*d ycftcrday of my difeafe, 

J dy'd laA night of my Ph^^cuxu 
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AN ODE 

lafcribed to the Memory of 

The Honourable Colonel ^eorge Villi ers^ 

Drowned in the River Pi AY A, 1703. 

Ip Imitation of Horace, i Od. xxviii^ 

" Tc maris & terrae numcroque carentis arcnac- 
** Menforcm cohibent, Archyta, &c.** 

^ AY, deareft Villibrs, poor departed friend 
^ (Since fleeting life thus fuddenly muft end)s: 
Say, what did all thy bufy hopes avail, 
That anxious thou from pole to pole didft fail. 
Ere on thy chin the fpringing beard began 
To fpread a doubtful down, and promife man } 
What profited thy thoughts, and toils, and cares>. 
Ja vigour more confirmed, and riper years. 
To wake, ere morning dawn, to loud alarms. 
And march till clbfe of night in heavy arms ; 
To fcorn the fummer*s funs and winter's fnows. 
And fearch through every clime thy country's fpcs ; 
Thaar thou mightHl Fortune to thy fide engage ; 
That gentle Peace might quell Bfellona*^ rage ; 
And Anna's bounty crown her foldier's hoary age ? 
In vain we think that frce-will'd man has power 
To haflen or protract th' appointed hour. 

1^ 4. 0>4£ 
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Our tenn of life depends not on our deed : 
Before oor birth our funeral was decreed. 
Nor aw'd by fonfigbCy nfit mifled by chance. 
Imperious Death dire^ his ebon lance ; 
Peoples grnit Henry's iombsy and leads up Holben' 
daoce.. ^ 

Alike muft every ftate and ^eiy age 
Suilain tiie univerfal tyrant's rage : 
For neither William's power, nor Mary^ charmSy. 
Could or repel or pacify his arms. 
Young €!huichiil fell, as life began to bloom ; 
And Bradford's trembling age expe^ the tomb t 
Wifdom and eUsquence ia vaui would plead 
One mopi^en.t's refpice for the learned head r. 
Judges of writings and of men have dy*d ^ 
Msecenasy Saokvillc^ Socxates, and Hyde : 
And in their yarioys turns tlic fans mufl tread 
Thofe gtoomy journics which their fires have l?di. 

The ancient Sage, who did fo long maintain. 
That bodies die, but fouls return again. 
With all the births and deaths he had in fbre. 
Went out Pythagoras, and came no more. 
And modem Afgyll, whofe capricious thought 
Is yet with ftores of wilder notions fraught. 
Too foon convinced, fhall yield that fleeting iMfe^jtJy 
Aj^hich pU/d fo idly with the darts of death. 

Some from the ftranded veflfel force their way; 
Fearful of fate, they meet it in the fea : 
Some, who efcape the fury of the wave. 
Sicken on earth, and fmk into ^ ^zsz x 
3 
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Li Joun^ies or at hamt, in war or peace. 
By hardfhips infuiy> Qvany fall by eafe. 
£a^ chang^g ieaibn does its poifon bring ; 
Rheums .qtuU (he winter, agues blaft the fpriiig t 
Wety dry, coldf hot, at the apf)ointe<l hour. 
All a£^ fuhfervient to the tyrant's power : 
And, when obedient Nature knows liis willf 
A fly, a gripe-Aone, or a hair, can kilL 

For rcftlefs Profcrpine for cvtr treads 
In paths unfeen^ o'er our devoted heads ; 
^d on the ijpacious land, and liquid main, % 

threads flow difeafe, or darts affli^ve pain : V 

Variety gf deaths confirm her endlefs reign. ^ 

On curd Piava's banks the Goddefs flood, 
Shew'd her dire warrant to the rifing flood ; 
When what I long muft loye, and long muft mouniy* 
With "fatal fpeed was ur^ng his return j 
In his dear country, to difperfe his care. 
And arm himfelf by reft for future war ; 
To chide his anxious friends officious fears,- 
And promift to their joys his elder years : 

Oh ! deftin'd head ! and oh ! fevere decree f 
Nor native country thou, nor friend, fhalt fee; 
Nor war haft thou to wage ; nor year to come : 
spending death is tliine, and inftant doom. 

Hajrk I the imperious Coddef^ is obey'd : 
Winds murmur;, fnows defcend ; and waters fpread,- 
Oh^ kinfman, friend — Oh ! vain are all die cries 
Of human voice, ffarong Deitiny replies : 
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Weep, you oir earth ; for he ihall fleep below r 
Thence none return, and thither all muft go. 

Whoe'er thou art, whom choice or buiinefs' Icacb 
To this fad river, or the neighbouring meads; 
If thou may'ft happen on the dreary &ores 
To find the obje£l which this verfe deplores, 
Cleanfe the pale corpfe with a religious hand 
From the polluting weed and common fand ; 
Lay the dead Hero graceful in a grave 
(The only honour he can now receive). 
And fragrant mould upon his body throw. 
And plant the warrior-laurel o'er his brow : 
Light lie the earth, and flouriih green the bough. 

So may juft Heaven fecure thy future life 
From foreign dangers and domeflic ftrife ! 
And, when th' infernal judge's difmal power 
From the dark urn ihall throw thy deflin'd hour ; 
When, yielding to the fentcnce, breathlefs thou 
And pale fhalt lie, as what thou buried now ; 
May fome kind friend the piteous objc£lfee. 
And equal rites perform to diat which once, was thee ! 



PROLOGUE, 

Spoken at Court before the Qj[7£bn, 
On her Majesty's Birth-Day, 1704. 

QHINE forth, ye planets, with diftinguiih'd lights 
*^ As when ye hallow'd firft this happy night : 
Again tranfmit your friendly beams to earth, 
As when jBritannia joy'd fox Aima^^VvtOci. 
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And thouy propitious ftar, whofe facred power 
Pretided o'er the monarch's natal houry 
Thy radiant voyages for ever run. 
Yielding to none but Cynthia and the Sun $ 
With thy fair afpe6t ftill illuftrate Heaven ; 
Kindly prcferve what thou haft greatly given r 
Thy influence for thy Anna we implore : 
Prolong one life ; and Britain afks no more^ 
For virtue can no ampler power exprefs, 
Than to be great in war, and good in peace ; 
For tlK>ught no higher wifh of blifs can frame. 
Than to enjoy that virtue ftill the fame. 
Entire and fure the monarch's rule muft prove. 
Who founds her greatnefs on her fubjefts love j 
Who does our homage for our good require ; 
And orders that which we Ihould firft defire : 
Our vanquifh'd wills that plea^g force obey. 
Her goodnefs takes our liberty away. 
And haughty Britain yields to arbitrary fway. 

Let the young Auftrian then her terrors bear. 
Great as he is, her delegate in war r 
Let him in thunder fpeak to both his Spains, 
That in thefe dreadful ifles a woman reigns : 
While the bright queen does on lier fubjefts fhowcr 
The gentle bleilings of her fofter power ; 
Gives facred morals to a vicious age. 
To temples zeal, and manners to the ftage; 
Bids the chafte Mufe without a blulh appear ;. 
And Wic be that wliicli Heaven and fhe may hear. . 

Minerya 
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Mineiva tfaus to Pdrieas lent her AAM $ 
Secure of conqi^eft, ieot hka t!0 ^ field ; 
The hero a£^ed what the %uecn ordain'd ; 
So was his fame oofenpleat, and Andromcde uochain'd. 

Mean timey amklft l^r native i^mples fate 
The Goddef$y fbidious of her Grecian's fate. 
Taught them ia Ivfis and letters to cxoeHy 
In a6ling juftly, and in wnting well. 
Thus whilft Ihe did ber various f)Ower di%x>ie. 
The world was freed from tyrants, wshts, and woes: 1 
Virtue was taught in verfc, and Athens' glory tok, j 



A LETTER, 

To Monfieur Boileav Despaeaux ; 

' Occafiooed by the Vi^ory at Blench eim, 1704. 

<« — Cupidum, pater optime, vires 
** DeficiuDt : ncquc enim quivis horrcntia pilis 
** Agmina, nee frafta pcreuntes cufpide Gallos"— * 

HoR. a Sat. 2. 

^INCE, hirM for life, thy fervile Mufe muft fmg 
^' Succeilive conquefts, and a glorious king 5 
Mud of a man immortal vainly hoaft, 
And bring him laurels, whatfoe'cr they tofl: : 
What turn wilt thou employ, what colours lay 
On the event of that fuperior day. 
In which one Englifh fubje6^*s profperous hand 
*fSoJore did will ; fo Anna did command) 
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Bnke the proud columa of thy msfter^ praife, 
Which fixty winter* had confpir'd to raifc ? 

frrom the loft fiekl a hundred fhmdards ISroug^ 
Muft be the work of Chance, and Fortune's: 6tult : 
Bavaria's ftars muft- be aocus'd, which fhone. 
That fawl day the mighty Work was done 
With rays oblique upon the Gallic fun : 
S^me-Bttmon^ envying France, milled the fight; 
And Mars miftook-^ though Louis order'd right; 

When thy * young Mufe inrok'd thetuneful Nitpe^ 
To fay faoiv Louisdid not pafs dve Rhine i 
What work had we with Wag^ninghen, Atnhtim, 
Places that could not be reduced to rhyme I' 
And, though the Pott made his laft eiffotts, 
Wurts— who could mention in heroic— Wurts"? 
But, tell me, hadft thou reafonto complain" 
Of the rough triumphs of the lall campaign? 
The Danube refcaicd, and the Empire fav'd/ 
Say, is the majcfty of verferetriev'd ? 
And would it prejudice thy fofter vetii,. 
To (ing the princes, Louis and -Eugene ?> 
Is it too hard in happy verfe to place 
The Vans and Vanders of the RMue and Macfc? 
Her warriors Anna fends from T^eed and ThameSf 
That France may fall by more harmonious names ? 
Canft thou not Hamilton or Lumley bear? 
W6uld logokiby or Palmes oHend thy ear ? 

* " En vain, pour tc loucr, Ac" Ep. 4. 
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And is there not a foxind in Marlbordugh's name. 
Which tliou and all thy brethren ought to claim. 
Sacred to verfe, and fure of endlefs fame ? 

Cutts is in metre fomething hadh to read ; 
Place me the valiant Gouran in his ilead : 
Ldt the intention make the number good : 
Let generous Sylvius fpeak for honeil Wood. 
And though rough Churchill fcarce in verfe will fiand^ 
So as to have one liiime at his command ; 
With-eafe the bard, reciting Blenheim's plain. 
May clofe the verfe, remembering but the Dane. 

I gra^ old friend, old foe, (for fuch we are 
Alternate as the chance of peace and war,) 
That we poetic folks, who muil reftrain 
Our mea&ir'd fayings in an equal chain. 
Have troubles utterly unknown to thofe. 
Who let their fancy loofe in rambling profc. 

For inflance now, how hard is it for me 
To make my matter and my verfe agree! 
** In one great day on Hochflet's fatal plain, 
<' French and Barvarians twenty thoufand (lain : 
^* Puih'd through the Danube to tlie ihores of Styx 
'< Squadrons eighteen, battalions twentyfix : 
" Officers captive made, and private men, 
** Of fhefe twelve hundred, of thofe thoufauds ten* 
** Tents, ammunition, colours, carriages, 
** Cannon,"^ and kettle-drums !"— fwcet numbers tlicfc ! . 
But is it thus you Englilh bards compofe ? 
With Runic lays thus tag infipid prolic ? 

And, 
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Andy when you Ihould your Hero's deeds rehearfc, 
■Give us a commiffary's lift in vcrfe ? 

Wliy, fjdth ! Defpreaux, there 's fenfe in what you fry i 
1 told you where my difficulty lay : 
So v^ft fo numerous, were great Blenheim's fpoils. 
They fcorn the bounds of verfe, and mock the Mufe's 

toils. 
To make the rough recital aptly chime, 
Ojr bring the fum of Gallia's lofs to rhime, 
^h mighty hard : what Poet would eflay 
To count the ftreamers of my lord mayor's day ? 
To number all the feveral diihes dreft 
By honeft Lamb, laft coronation £eaft ? 
Or make Arithmetic and Epic meet, , 
And Newton's thoughts in Dry den's ftyk repeat^ 

O Poet, had it been Apollo's will. 
That I had fhar'd a portion of thy (kill; 
Had this poor breaft receivM the heavenly beam^ . > 
Or could IJiope my verfe might reach my theme? . 
Yet, Boileau, yet the labouring Mufe ihould ftrive. 
Beneath the ihades of Marlborough's wreaths to lives > 
.Should call afpiring Gods to blefs her choice ; 
And to their favourite ftrains. exalt her voice. 
Arms and a Q^een to ling ; who, great an4 good, 
From peaceful Thames to Danube's wondering flood 
Sent forth flhc terrpr of her high commands, « 
To favc the nations from invading hands. 
To pjTop fair Liberty's declining caufe. 
And fix thv jarring world with equal laws* 

5 The 



«ri PRIOR'S POEMS. 

Tte queen ihould fit in Windfoi^s facrtd gttm. 
Attended by the Gods of War and Love : 
JBbdl ihould with equal zeal her fmiles ithpkftti 
To fix her joys, or to extend her power. 

Sudden, the Nymphs and Tritons Ihould ippeiff t 
Andf as great Anna's fmiles di^l their fear, 
l^th a^ve dance ihould her obfervance claim i 
With vocal ihell ftiould found her happy natfte ; 
Their mailer Thames ihould leave the neighboutingilion 
By his fbrong anchor known, and iitver oar; * 
Should hy his enfigns at his fovereign's feet ; 
And audience mild with humble grace intieat; 

To her, his dear defence, he ihould complain^ 
That, wlule he bleilbs her indulgent reign, 
Whilil: furtheft feas are by his fleets' furvcy'd. 
And on his happy banks each India l^d ; 
His brethren Ma^e, and Waal, and Rhine, and Satfj 
Feel the hard burtheh of opprcflive war; 
Th?.t Danube fcarce retains his rightful coMtfc 
Agaibil two rebel armies neighbouring firtt ; 
Anil all mufl weep fad captives to' the Sdne, 
Unlefs unchained and fi-eed by Britain's queen. 

The valiant fbVerdgti calls her g^netalfbrth { 
Keither recites her bdu/ity, nor his wonh : 
She tells him, he mufl Europe's fate rediseUi; 
And by thar labour merit her elleem : 
She bids him Wtk het to thb ficred hall; 
Shows him prince Edward, and the cbnquer'd Gaul j 
Pixing the bl6ody crdfs upon his bf^aft, 
Siys, be mu/l die, ox (ucoAu \!1eu& ^\^^l^*d\ 



TIkcing the Sahift an emblfchr by lihr fide^ 

She teM* Miir, trkttfc arift'd ihtift cotKjufcr I«#lefs ftHfe 

The Hero bo^v^s ob6<ficflt^ ihd rcwfes : 
The quoins coMto^dS ttcilt thi warrior's fifc^V 
His fteps arcr tb tfab iilent #cx)dl» incHh'd^ 
The great Aei^ rcrolrJhg in hti mirtii 
When to his fight a heavenly foirn apj^Jtfs : 
Her hahd t ^ahi^ her head a latirel weafri. 

Me, (he begins, the faircft cMM of JoVcv 
Ifelow for evei: foughtv ahd' blefs*d above ; 
Me^ the bright f5Bufce-of wcaltfiy jfcd ffyvriti a»^ Aridfc;, 
(Nor need I ftiy,! Vi£\)6ritt is rtljr nftne j> 
Me the gneat father down to^ th6^ htt fcrtt ,• 
He bids use-waHf at rby difHngctiiAt'd tsinti 
To execuee what Anna's wife* won W havt '.•^ 
Her fubje6fcdibu, I onlj^ am htfr flave. 

Date dien'r thou much beloVd'by fmilSng Fat«^ 
For Anna?s fake, and in hbr natnat, be' great : 
G6 fonh^ and be to diflant natioMff khtrwh 
My future fiivourite, and my darling foxi^ 
A^ Schellenbergh I'll mahifeft fuftain 
Thy glorious caufe; and fpiead ray Wiiigk again; 
Confpicuous.'o*er thy heUn, in Bhiiihcrim's pltih. 
The Goddefs faid, nor would admit reply j 
But-cut thir liquid' air, and gain'd thef iky. 

His hi||h commiflioii is through Briaitt kndWri^ 
And tlironging: armies to his ftsftlchird ruri ; 
He marches thoughtful, and He fpeedy fails : 
^Bleff hhn; ye feas ! and prdlpethim, y< gales!) 



} 
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Belgia receives him welcome to her fhores ; 
And William's death with leiTen'd grief deplores ; 
His prefence only mud retrieve that lofs ; 
Marlborough to her muft be what William was. 
So when great Atlas, from thefe low abodes 
Recaird, was gathered to his kindred -gods ; 
Alcides, refpited by prudent Fate, 
Suftain'd the ballj nor droop'd beneath the weight. 

Secret and fwift behold the. Chief advance ; 
Sees half the empire joined, and friend to France : 
T^ Britiih general dooms the fight ; his fwotd 
Dreadful he draws ; the captains wait the word. 
Anne and St. George the charging hero cries : 
Shrill echo from the neighbouring wood replies 
Anne and St.^ George.— At that aufpicious liga 
The flandards move ; the adverfe armies join. 
Of eight great hours. Time meafures out the fands ; 
And Europe's fate in doubtful balance ftands : 
The ninth, Vi£):oria comes :— o'er Marlborough's head 
Confefs'd Ihe fits ; the hoflile troops recede :— 
Triumphs the Goddefs, from her promife freed. 

The eagle, by the Britifh lion's might 
Unchain'd and free, direfls her upward flight : 
Nor did Ihe e'er with fbronger pinions foar 
From Tyber's bank, than now from Danube's fhore. 

Fir'd with the thoughts which thefe ideas raife. 
And great ambition of my country's praife i 
The Englifh Mufe ihould like the Mantuan rife. 
Scornful of eartli and clouds, ihould reach the ikioSj 
WUh W'c^nder (though with envy flill) puxfucd 
humzn C3'es. 



} 
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But we muft change the flyle — juft now I faid^ 
I ne'er was'^mafter of the tuneful trade ; 
Or the fmall genius which my youth could boaft. 
In profe and butinefs lies extin£l: and lofl : 
BlefsM, if I tnay fome younger Mufe excite ; 
Point out the game, and animate the flight ; 
That» from Marfeilles to Calais^ France may know. 
As we have conquerors, we have poets too ; 
And eitheV laurel does in Britain grow ; 
That, though among ourfelves, with too much heat. 
We fometiroes wrangle, when we fliould debate; 
(A confequential ill which freedom draws ; r 

A bad cfFcft, but from a noble caufc ;) 
We can with univerfal zeal advance. 
To curb the faithlcfs arrogance of France ; 
Nor ever fliall Britannia's fons refufe 
To anfwer to thy Mafter or thy Mufe j 
Nor want juft fubjeft for viftorious ftrains, -j 

While Marlborough's arm eternal laurels gains ; > 
And where old Spenfer fung, a new Elifa reigns. J 



Upon this PalTage in the Scaligeriana^ 

^' Les Allemans, ne ce foucient pas quel Vin ils boivent 
« pourvcu que <;e foit Vin, ni. quel Latin ils parlent 
** pourveu que ce foit Latin." 

TXiTH E N you with High-Dutch Heercn dine, 

Expeft falfc Latin, and ftumra'd wine : 
They never tafte, wiio always drink j 
Tliey always talk, who never t\\mk. 

O 2 •^^ 



To a CHILD q£^ QJJAHTY^, 

Hte Years oH, 1704; - 
TIm A^:thqj^ tboj. forty. 

I. 
'T ORDS, knights, and f^uires, the numerous band^ . 
■^^ That wear the fair MJfs ]|Mary*» fcttejs> - 
Were (iimmon'd by her h}g^ commandy 
To ihew their gaflions by their letters. - 

n< 

My pen amongft the reft I took. 

Left thofe bright eyes th?t capnot read 
Should dart their I^indling Hres, and look 
The power they have to be obey*d. 
Ill* 
Nor quality, nor reputation. 

Forbid me yet my flame to tell, 
Dear five years old oefriends my paHion* ■ 
And I may write till ihe can fpclK 
IV. 
For, while fhe makes. her. iilk-wocms.bcijd? 

With all the tender things I fwear ; 
Whtlft all the houfa my pof&on reads, . 
la. papers rouad hex baby's hair ^ 
V. 
She may receive and own my flame. 

For, though the ftrifleft prudes fhould know it, - 
Slie Ml pafs for a moft virtuous dame. 
And I for an unhuppv poet. 



VI. 

•TThcn tboj aks 1 wlicn fiie ihall tear 
The lines fome younger rival fends ; 

' She '11 give me leave to write, I fear. 
And Ave fliall lUU contimi6 friends. 

VII. 
^ Fori as our different ages move, 

'Tis fo ordainM, (would Fate but mead it J) 
That I ikall be pail making love, 
■ When ihe begins to comprehend it. 



PARTIAL FAME. 

I. 

•Tp H E fturdy Man, if he in love obtains, 
■*• In open pomp and triumph reigns : 
The.fubtile Woman, if (he fhould fucceed, 
Difowns the honour of the deed. 

n. 

Though He, for i\\ his boaft, is forc*d to yield, 
Though She can always keep the field : 

He vaunts his conquefls, (he (Conceals her fhamc i 

c How Partial is che voice of Famie 1 



. O -j^ ^^'^ 



i9l PRIOR'S POEMS. 

For the PLAN of a FOUNTAIN, 

ox WHICH It 

The Effigies of the Qu E E N on a Triumphal Arch ; 
The Figure of the Duke of Marlborough beneath; 

AND 

The chief Rivers of the World round the whole Work. 

"XT E active ftreams, where-e'cr your waters flow, 
-'- Let diftant dimes and furtheft nations know» 
What ye from Thames and Danube have been taught, 
How Anne commanded , and how Marlborough fought. 

Quaecunque aetcmo properatis, flumina, lapfu^ 
Divifis late tcrris, populifque remotis, 
Bicite, nam vobis Tamefis narravit & Ifter, 
Anna ^uid imperils potuit, quid Marlburus armjs. 

THE CAMELEON* 

A S the Camel^n, who is known 
■^^ To have no colours of his ovwi f 
But borrow^ from his neighbour's hue 
His white or black, his green or blue ; 
And flruts as much in ready light. 
Which credit gives him upon fight. 
As if the rain- bow were in tail 
Settled on him and his Ueiis male $ 
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So the young fquirc, when firft he comes 

From country fchool to Will's or Tom's, 

And equally, in truth, is fit 

To be a ftatefman, or a wit j 

Without one notion of his own, 

He faunters wildly up and down, 

Till fome acquaintance, good or bad. 

Takes notice of a flaring lad. 

Admits him in among the gang ; 

They jeft, reply, difpute, harangue : * 

He a£ls and talks, as they befriend him, 

Smear*d with the colours which they lend him. 

Thus, merely as his fortune chances, 
His merit or his vice advances. 

If haply he tUb fe£t purfues. 
That read and comment upon news ^ 
He takes up their myflerious face 5 
He drinks his coffee without lace ; 
This week his mimic tongue runs o'er 
What they have faid the week before 5 
His wifdom fets all Europe right. 
And teaches Marlborough when to fight. 

Or if it be his fate to meet 
With folks who have more wealth than wit ; 
He loves cheap port, and double bub 5 
And fettles in the Hum-drum club : 
He learns how flocks will fall or rife 5 
Holds poverty the greatefl vice ; 
Thinks wit the bane of converfation ; 
And fays that learning fpoils a nation. 

O 4 '^^ 



But if, at 6x^9 be minds his hk% 
And dripl^s ^copatgn a(not)g t\^ wits ; 
Five deep he toads the towering lalTes ; 
Repeats you veifes wrote on: glaf&s ; 
Is in the chair ; prcfpribes the hw; 
And lies with tlioie he never iaw. 



MERRY A N P R p W. 

•^O L Y Merry Andrew, the laft Southwark-fair ^ 
*^ (At Barthol'mew he did not much appear, > 

So peev^ih was the edift of the mayor) ; J 

At Southwark therefore, as liis tricks he fliow'd, 
To pleafe our mafters, and hisfntnds the croud; 
A huge neat's-tongue he in his right*hand held, 
His left was with a good black- pudding fill'd. 
With a grave look; in this odd equipage. 
The clownilh mimic traverfes the ftagc. 
Why how now, Andrew ! cries his br. ther droll ; 
To-day's conceit, methinks, k fomething dull : 
Come on, fir, to our worthy friends explain. 
What does your emblematic worlhip mean ? 
Quoth AndrcNV, HoncftEngHfli let us fpcak : 
Your emblc-{what d* ye call *t) is heathen Greek. 
To tongue or pudding thou haft na pretence: 
Learning thy talent is, but mine is fenfe. 
That bufy fool I was, which thou art now; 
Dcfirous to correct, not kno\ving how j 
With very.good defjgn, but little wit, 
BhrniDg^or preii&ng chiogs, us I thought fit« 
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1 for this con4^jft h%d wh^t I <kferv*<l ; 
-And, dealing honefUy, was alweil ftarv'd. 
3ut, thanks tetany ipdii^atftars, I eat; 
"Since I have found th^ fecret tp h^ gr^at. 
K>, deareft Andrew, %8 the humbk droll. 
Henceforth ^^y { qh^y, find thpu control ; 
Provided thou impart thy ufcful IJiill. — 
Bow then, %s Andww ; and, fpr Qttcc, I will. -• 
IBc of your p^on'ii onindy whatever he feys ; 
Sleep very much ; thiqk. Uttle j 9»d talk Icfs : 
Mind neither good nor bad, nor right nor wrong ; 
But eat your pudding, (lave j and hold your tongue 

A reverend jprel^e ft«pt his coach and fix, 
To laugh a little at our Andrew's tricks. 
But, when he htard him give this golden ruk^ 
-Drive on (he cried) i this fellow is no fooL 



A SIMILE. 

Tr\ E AR Thomas, didft thou never pop 
J-^ Thy head into a tin-man's ihop ? 
There, Thomas, didflr thou never fee 
(*Tis but by way of (imile) 
A fquirrel fpcnd his little rage. 
In jumping round a rowling cage ; 
The cage, as either fide turn'd up, 
Striking a ring of bclU at top? — 

Mov'd in the orb, pleas'd with "the chimes. 
The fooli& creature thinks he climbs r 
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But here or there, turn wood or wire, 
He never gets two inches higher. 

So fares at with thofe merry blades. 
That friik it under Pindus- (hades. 
In noble fong, and lofty odes, 
They tread on flars, and talk with gods ; 
Still dancing in an aify round. 
Still pleas'd with their own verfes' found ; 
Brought back, how faft foe*er they go. 
Always afpiring, always low« 



THE FLIES. 

C AY, fire of infers, mighty Sol, 
•^ (A fly upon the chariot-pole 
Cries out) what blue-bottle alive 
Did ever with fuch fury drive ? 
Tell, Bclzcbub, great fatlier, tell, 
(Says t'other, perch'd upon the wheel) 
Did ever any mortal fly 
Raife fuch a cloud of dufl as I ? 

My judgement turn*d the whole debate : 
My valour fav'd the finking (late. 
So talk two idle buzzing things ; 
Tofs up their heads, and flrctch their wings. 
But, let tlie truth to light lie brought, 
This neither fpoke, nor t'other fought : 
No merit in tlieir own behaviour : 
Both rais*d, but by their party's favour. 



FRIO It's PO£M8. m 



From the GREEK; 

^^ R E AT Bacchus^ bom in thunder and in fire, 
^^ By native heat aflerts his dreadful fire. 
Nourifh'd near ihady rills and cooling Hreamsj 
He to the nymphs avows his amorous ffames* 
To all the brethren at the Bell and Vine, 
The moral fays ; mix water with your wi^e. 



EPIGRAM. 

T^RANK carves very ill, yet will palm all the meats; 
"*• He eats more than fix, and drinks more than he cats.. 
Four pipes after dinner he conflantly fmokes ; 
And feafons his whififs with impertinent jokes. 
Yet fighing, he fays, we muft certainly break ; 
And my cruel unkindnefs compels him to fpeak ; 
For of late I invite him —* but four times a week* 



l} 



ANOTHER, 

'T^O John I ow*d great obligation; 
-*• But John unhappily thought fit. 
To publilh it to all the nation : 
Sure John and I are more than quit. 



K^^ 
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XTE S, every poet is i fod, 
' ^ By dcmonflratioii Ned can Aevr k. 
Happy, could Ned's inverted rule 
Prove every fool to be a poet. 



ANOTHER. 

''Tp H Y nags, the leaned things alivd ! 
-■• So. very kard'^thou lov'ft to drive ; 
I heard thy anxious coach-man fay, 
Ic cofl thee more in whips, than hay.. 



To a Pcrfon who wrote 111, and fpokc Worfe 
againd Me. 

^ T YE, Phik), untouched, on my peaceable ihelf i 
"*^ Nor take it amifs, that fo little I heed thee : 
' I Ve no envy to thee, and fome love to myfelf : 

Then why frould I anfwer ; fmce hriV X mud read 
thee? 

Drunk with Helicon's waters and double-brew'd bub. 
Be a linguifl, a poet, a critic, a wag ; 

To the folid delight of thy well-juJging club, 
To the di^mage alone of thy bookseller Brag. 
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Vvfae i9e with fatiDre : what htrin is there in 't ^ 
But from all viva voce refleftion forbear : 

There can be bo. danger' from what thou ihalt print : 
There may be. a littk from, what thou may 'ft fwf ar* ■ 

On th© fame Pferfcn. 

fTTH I L £^ fafler than his coftiTe brain iodites, . 
^ ^ Philo*s quick hand in flowing; letters Wfifiee* : = ' '^ 
lis cafe appears to me like honeft Teague's^ 
iVhcn he was run away with by his legs. 
?bcebus» .give Philo o*erhimfelf command $ 
^icken his fenfes^ or reflrain his hand ; 
Let. him he kept from paper, pen, and ink r • 
k> may he ceafe to write, and learn to tdiink* 

** Quid fit futurum eras fugc quaererCi— *^ 

TT O R what to-morrow ihall difclofe. 

May fpoil what you to-night propofe t 
England ma^ change'; or Cloe iba^: 
Love and life are for to-day. 

A Ballad of the Notbrowne Maydk* 
Written three hundred years fincc *. 

A« 

[X£ it ryght, or wrong, thefe men among on vM»ften>> 

" do Qomplayne ; 

/^yrmynge this, how that it is a labour fpent in yayne, . 

♦ So Prior, — Firft printed abo\3LX-i s*t * ^v^^ ^•tJ*^* 



*0t- PltTOlt'S td»ft[%.' 

To love them wele ; for never a^le thy' love' a mam 

agayne :: 
For hite a man do what he can, theyr favour to attayne, 
Yet> yf a newe do them purfue, theyr fyrft true lover 

than 
Laboureth for nought ; for from- her thought he is 

a banyihed man. 

B. 
I fay^at, nay, but that all day it is bothe writ and fayd, 
That womens fayth is, as who fayth, all utterly de- 
cayed : 
But, neverthelefle, ,ryght good wytncffe in this cafe 

might be layed. 
That they love true, and continue; rccorde the not- 

brownemaydc; 
Which, when her love came, her to prove, to her to 

make liis mone, 
Wolde nat depan ^ for in, her hart fhe loved but hyjn 

alone. 

A. 
Than betwaync us late us dyfcus what was all the 

manere 
Betwayne them two j we wyll alfo tell all the payne, 

and fere, • 

That Ihe was in : nowe I begyn, fo that ye me an- 

fwere ; — 
Wherfore, all ye, that prefeot be, I pray you gyve an 

r ere i — . , . • . 

I am the knyght ; I come by nyght, as fecret as I can; 
Sa/ingc, Ahi, thus Dkandedi the ca.(c> 1 am a banyihed - 
. maris 
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'•::•■.. • -B. . - • ' 

J^nd I your wyll for to fulfyll in this wyll nat refufe ; 
TrttHynge to fliewe in wordes fiewe, tiiat men have an 

yll ufe 
(To theyr own ihame) women to blame, and caufelefltf 

them accufe: 
Thcrforc to yoU I anfwcre liowe, all women to ex-' 

cufe, — 
Myne owne hart dere, with you what chere ? I pray you, 

tell anonc; ' T 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 

alone- ' z. 

A. 
It ftandetk fo; a dede is do, whereof grete harme (hall - 

growe : 
My deftiny is for to dy a ihamefull deth, I trowe ; '^ 
Or elles to He : the one muft be ; none other way I 

knowe, '^. 

But to withdrawe as an outlawe, and take me to my ' 

bowe. 
Wherfore, adue, my owne hart true ! none other rede 

lean; . .^ 

For I mud to the grene wode go, alone, a banyihed 

man. 

B. 
O Lorde, what is this worldya -blyffc, that chaungeth - 

as the mone ! 
The fomcrs day in lufty May is dcrkcd before thc^ 
none. — , . 

I here 
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I here 3rou £zy, farewell ; Nay, nay^ we dfyart not £ 

. fooe: 
Why fay yc fo? whedeit wyll y* got alas, vAat brri 

ye done ? 
AH my welfare, tnrforovte and cart flioidcc ckanagt^ y 

• ye were gone i 
Tae^ in my myndi^ of aH mankyBdi I love taot ym 

alone. 

A. ■ 

Z can beleve, it ihall yoo. greve, and f^iittwhar you 

dyftraync : 
Buty aftyrwarde, your paynes harde v^chin i^ clay oi 

twayne 
Stella fone aHake; and* yie- fludl take oomfbud tio y6t 

agayne. 
Why ikolde ye. ought l foVf to ihake thou^» youA 

labour were, in vayne. 
And thus I do; and- pray you to, as hartely a» I can ;: 
Fori muft to d» grene wod& go^- alooey. r baoytef 

man. 

B. 

Now, fyth that yfr have fbewed to me the fccitt of yoiu 

mynde, 
I ihall be playne to you agayne, lyke as ye fltall mt 

fynde : 
Sfkk it is fo that ye wyll go, I Wolie ovt Uft \k' 

hynde ; 
Shall it never be fayd^ the notbrowAt iDftyd'WftI to hei 

love unkynde : 

Make 



'Mike you redy^; for fo ami, although it were anone; 
For, in my xnynde, of all mankynde I love but you 

alone. 

A. 
Tetlyou rede' to take good hede what men^wyll tliynke 

and jTay : 
Of yonge and olde • it (haU he tolde, that ye be gone 

iMray: 
■Your wanton wyir for to fulfill^ in grene^odc you to 

g»l«yi 

And that ye myght from your.dely^it np kng^r make 

delay: ** • ' 

iHather tlian ye fhc^de thus ^or me be called m yll 

woman, 
YetivoUe I to the greae wode go, alone, « bany&ed 



B. 

Though it be fongeof-^ldeAnd yonge, ^^>tt'I ibolde br 

to blame, 
Theyrs be the chasge that %^e ib large in hnctya^e of 

my neme : 
•for I wyll prove, that faythfuU love it is. devcQ^d of 

fiuune; 
In your dyftreflc, andhcvyneffc, to part wyAi you, the 

fame ; ' 

To ihewe all ^k) that do aat fo, ^ue lovers are they 

none*; 
Tor, in mymynde, of all mankynde I love but you 

alone. 
Vol. L P A, I 
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A. 

I ocmnceyle you, remember howe it is no tnaydeiis 

lawey 
Nothyngc to dout, but te'rennc out to wodc with an 

outlawe t 
For ye muil there in your hand here a bowe, redy to 

ciniwe.; - • 
And, as a thefc, thus muft you lyve, ever in- drede and 

awe; 
Wherby to you grctc liarme myght grewe : yet had I 

icTer than, 
That I had to the grene wode go, aftone, k banyihed 
. maa. ■• • ' ' / 

B. 
I fay nttj tiay> bnt as y't fay, It is no maydens lore : 
But love may make me, for your fake, as I have fayd 

before. 
To come' on fdte, to hynt, and fhotc, to get us mete in 

ftore; 
For fi» that I your company may have, I aike no mores 
From which to part, it makcth my han as coldc as ony 

ftonej 
For, in my myndc, of all mankynde I lotc but you 

alone, <■ - . 

A, 
For an outlawe, this is the iawe, i— that m*en hym take 

and byndc ; 
Witliout pyti, hanged to be, and waver with the wyndc.* 
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Yf I had iiccde, <.a8 God forbede!) what focouts fcdud« 

ye fynde ? 
For fotht I trowc, ye and yo«r bowc for fere wpl^^ 

drawe behynde : 
And no mervayle ; for lytell^avayle were in your coun- 

ceyle than : . , , . ., 

wheilbre 111 to £hc grehe wode jgo, alone, a tanyflied 

man, , 

.: V'- . . ■ B.' ' , . 

RiJ;lit wele tnowe yc^ that women be but feble for to. 

fyght; 
Ko womanhede it .is, i»dede, to be boWe as a knyght :/ 
"S^et, in fuch fere yf that ye were with enemyes day 

and night, ; 

r wolde witKftande, with bowe in hande, to helpe you 

with my myght. 
And you to fave j as women have from deth many a 

onej . ■ 

For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but ypu. 

'I done. . ' : . . 

A. . 

Yet take good hede j for ever I drede that ye coudp nat 

fuftayne , . 

The thftriiie * wayes, die depe valeies, the fiiowe, the 

froft, the rayne, . ^ 

The colde, the hete : for, dry, or wete, we muil lodge 

on the playne 5 . 
A&If us above, none other rofe but a brake, bufh, or 

twayne: 

P 2 WV\^Vx 



Wfaidi^fiMeAoidegteve yen, Ilxleviei mdytvMUm 

gladly than 
ThM I ImkI to the gt«fie W»de ^ aloRe, a btoyffied 

man. 

B. 
Sytb. I bvre liere been partynere ^th you of jmy n^ 

blytte, 
I muft aKo parte of your wo endure, as reibn is : 
Yet am I fvre of one piesure; and> (bortely, it is thisy— • 
That, tt^eit ye be, me femellh, pard^, I coude not fare 

amyfTe. 
Without more fpeche, I you befeche that wc vew 

ftoitely gone} 
For, in my mynde, of all maxrkynde I love ^t you 

alone. 

A, 

Yf ye goo thyder, ye muft confider,— whan ye lunrc hift 

to dyne* 
There fhall no mete, be for to getc, neyther. bere^ ale^ 

ne wyne ; 
Ne ihetes clene to lye bccwene, maden oi thredc mM 

twyne; 
Kone other houfc, but leves and bowes, to covof your 

hed and myne : 
O myne hart fwete, tliis evyll dyete Aiolde make you pak 

and wan ; 
Wherfbre 111 to the grene wode ^o, alone,' a banylhfidi 

man. 

R. Amonge 



Amonge the wylde dere, fuch an arch^ as men fay 

diat ye be, 
May ye nat fayle of good vitayle^ where 19 fo gretc 

plente r 
And water ckrc of the ryvere ihall be full fwcte to mcf 
With which in licle I ihall ryght wek enchire, as ye 

ihall fee : 
Andy or we go, a bedde or two< I can provyde anone ; 
WoTf m my myn^ of alt mankynde I kve iMit yek 

alone. 

A. 

Lo yetjj before, ye mufl do more, yf ye wyU go with 

mer 
A$ cut your here above your ere, your kyxtel above 

the kne ; 
With bowe in hande, for to withftande your encmyes, 

yf nede be : 
And> this fame nyght^ before day-lyght, to wode- wards 

wyll I fie. 
Yf that ye wyll all this fulfill, do it fhortly as ye can ; 
Els wyll I to the grene wode go, alone, a banyihcd 

nun. 

I ihall as nowe do more for you than loQge^ to wo^ 

maohedej, 
To ihorte my liere, ar bow «o be];e, xq, (bote ifi tyme of 

nede ; — 

V I O 
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O my fwcte mother, before' all other for you I have 

moft drede : ■ 
But nowe, adue ! I muil enfue where fortune doth me 
. ledc.— 
All this make ye : nowe let us fle ; the day cometh faft 

upon } 
For, in my m^inde,. of all mankynde I love but you 

alone. 

A. 
Kay, nay,, nat fof ye ihal nat go, and I fhall tell yon 

why, — 
Your appctyght is to be lyfl[ht of love, I wele efpy : 
For, lyke as ye have fayed to me, in lyke wyfe hardely 
Ye wolde anfwtrc, whofocver it were> in way of com- 
pany. 
It is fayd of olde, — fone bote, fbne colde ; and Co is » 

woman : 
For I muft to the grene wode go, alone, a banyflied 

man. 

B. 
Yf ye take hede, it is no nede fueh wordes to fay by mc; 
For oft yc prayed, and longe aflaycd, or I you loved, 

parde : 
And though that I of aunceftry a barons daughter be. 
Yet have you proved howe I you loved, a fquycr of lowc 

degrc} 
And ever (hall, whatfo befall ; to dy therefore anone j 
For, in my mjnde, of all mankymlc I love but you 

alone. 

A, A 
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A. ' 

A barons chylde to b« bcgylde f it were a curfed dcder 
To be felawc with an outlawe ! Almighty God for- 

bede! 
Yea, beter were, the pore £quy«re alone to forefl: 

ycde, 
Than ye fholde fay another day, that by that curfed 

dcde 
Ye were betrayed : wherfore, good mayd, the beft rede 

that I can> 
Is, that I to the grene woJe go> alone, a banyihed man* 

. B. 

Whatever befall, I never fhall of this thyng you up- 

brayd : 
But yf ye go, and leve me fo, than have ye me betrayed. 
Remember you wcle howe tliat ye dele ; for, yf ye be 

as ye fayd, • 
Ye were unkynde, to leve behynde, your love, the 

notbrowne mayd. 
Truft me truly', that I fhall dy fone after ye be gone ; 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde I love but you 

alone. 

A. 
Yf that ye went, ye fholde repent ; for in the foreft 

nowe 
I have purvaycd me of a mayd, whom I love more than 

you 5 
Another fayrcre th^n ever ye were, 1 dare it wcle 

avowe ; 
And of you bothc cchc fholde be wrothc with other^ as 

I trowc : 



It were mync efc, to lyre itt pefc ; fo wyll I, yf I can ;: 
Yfhtxfort I to tbft wode wyllgp^alane^.a banyihed 



B. 

Though in the wode I undyrftode ye had a paramour. 
All this may nought remove my thought, . but that I: 

will be your : 
And fhe Ihall fynde mc foft, and kynde,.and coorteys 

every hour i 
Glad tafulfyll*a11 that ihe wyll commaunde me, to my. 

power: 
For had yc, lo, an hundred mo, yet wolde I be that. 

one? 
For, in my mynde, of all mankynde L love but you 

alone. 

A. 

Myne own derc love, I fc the prove that yc b^ kynde^. 

and true ; 
Of mayde, and wyfe, in all my lyfe, the beft that ever 

I knewe. 
Be mery and glad, be no more fad, .the cafe is chaunged 

ncwe J 
For it were iiulic, that, for your trutke> ye (bolde ktf« 

caufc to rewe : 
Be nat difniayed; whatfoever I fayd to you, whani 

began, 
I wyll not to the grenc wode go, I am no buiylhed 

man. 

"E. Thscfe. 



BKIOR'S POEMk »it 

Thefe tydings be more gladder to me th^n to be made a 

queae, 
Yf I were fure they fholde endure : b«t k W often fene, 
Wlian men wyll brcke prorayfe^. they fpckc the wordes 

on the fplene : 
Ye (hape feme wyle, me to bcgyle> iind ftcle from me, 

I wenc : 
Than were the cafe worfe than it was, and I more wo- 

begone ; 
For, in my. mynde,,of all mankynde I. lov«l:|Ut you. 

alone. 

B. 
Ye ihall nat nede further to drcde; I will not dyfparagc 
Your (God defende!) fyth you defcend of fo grcte a 

Jynage. 
Nowe underdande,— to Weftmarlande, which is mynt 

herytage, 
Iwyll you bringe; aad with a rynge, by way of ma^ 

ryage 
r wyll you take, and lady make, as ihoctely as I can : 
Thus ha?e ye. won an erlys fon, .and not a baayihe4^ 

man. , - 

a 

Here may ye fe, that women be,.ia loTe, ndkf, kyndc^- 

and flabk : 
Late never man reprove them t)ia]|» » •.••-••••.«. 
But, rather, pray God, that we may to them hi isomf 

fortable, 
Which fometymc BrQTc4 fucb 8» h^ lotTfd, yf Ae^f ||^. 
cbMryuble* 
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Forfoth, men wolde that women iholde be meke tt» 

them ecfa one f 
Moche more ought they to God obey, and fcrve but 

bym alcme. 



HENRV and EMMA. 

A P O E M, 

Upon the Modd of the Nrx-ERO'^^f Mai it. 

To C L O E. 

np H OU, to whofe e>-es I bend, at wliofc commancl 
-*■ (Thoueh low my voice, though artlefs be my hand) 
I take the fprightly reed, and fmg, and play ; 
Carclefs of what the cenfuring world may fay : 
Bright Cloe, obje^ of my confcant vow, 
Wilt thou a while unbend thy ferious brow ? 
Wilt thou with pleafure hear thy lover's ihains. 
And with one heavenly fmiie o'erpay his pains ? 
Ko longer (hall the Nut-brown M^d be old ; 
Though iince her youth three hundred years have roll'dr 
At thy defire, (he (hall again be raised ; 
And her reviving charms in lading verfc be prais'd. 

No longer man of woman (hall complain. 
That he may love, and not be lor'd a^in : 
That we in vain the fickle fcx purfuc, 
WbothMDgt the conftant \ww ^o« ^iva tftw* 
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Whatever has been writ, whatever faid. 
Of female paflion fcign'd, or faith decay'd t 
Henceforth (hall in my verfe refuted ftand^ 
Be faid to winds, or vn'it upon the fand. 
And, while my notes to future times proclaim 
Unconquer'd love and ever-during flame; 
O faireft of the fex ! be thou my Mufe : 
Deign on my work thy influence to diJfFufc, 
Let me partake the bleffings I rehearfe^ 
And grant me, Love, the juft reward of verfe ! 
As Beauty's potent queen, with every grace 
That once was Emma's, has adom'd thy facej 
And as. her fon has to my bofom dealt 
That conftant flame, which faithful Henry fek ; 
O let the flory with thy life agree ? 
Let men once more the bright example fee j 
What Emma was to him, be thou to me. 
Nor fend me by thy frown from her I love, 
Didant and fad, a banifh'd man to rove. 
But oh ! with pity long-intreated crown 
My pains and hopes; and, when thou fay'fl: that one 
Of all mankind thou lov'fl, oh I think on me alone. 



} 
} 



WHERE beauteous^ I(is and her hufband Tame 
With mingled waves for ever flow the fame, 
In times of yore an ancient baron liv'd ; 
Great gifts beftow'd, and great refpcft rcceiv'd. 

When dreadful Edward with fuccefsful caie 
Led liis free Britons to the Gallic wars 



tio Fit r O R'S P Q B M* a* 

This lord had headed hit appointed baads^ 
In firm allegumce to his king's commands ; 
And (all du^ honours faithfully difckarg'd) 
Had brought back liis paternal coat enlarged 
With a new mark> the witnefs of his toil. 
And no inglorious pan of foreign fpoiL 

From the loud camp retir'd and noify courts 
In honourable eafe and rural fport, 
The remnant of hi» days he fafely paft r 
Nor found they lagg*d too flow,, nor flew too fait- 
He made his wiih with his eflate comply, 
Joyful to live, yet not afraid to die. 

One child he had, a daughter chafte and £ur,. 
His age's comfort, and his fortune's heir. 
They call'd her Emma ; for the beauteous darner 
Who gave the Vir^n birth, kad borne the name r 
The name th' indulgent father doubly h)v*d j 
For in the child the mother's charms improved* 
Yet as, when little round his knees ihe play'd. 
He call'd her oft* in fport his Nut-brown Mafd,. 
The friends and tenants took the fondling word 
(As ftill they pleaie, who imitate their lord)f 
Ufage confirmM what fancy had begun ; 
The. mutual terms around the lands were known i 
And Emma and the Nut»brown Maid were one. 

As with her (lature, IHII her charms increased f 
Through all tl^ ifle her beauty was confefi'd« 
Ch ! what perfedions mud that Virgin ihave^ 
Who fairefl is efteem'd, wbero all are fair t 



} 



From 



Trom diftaat ftir« rc^ir tKc noble youth. 

And find report for once had IcifeiM tmth. 

Bf wonder firft, and th«i by piffion tnoV*a, 

llieycame; Acylaw*, theymairveVd; ah<! they lov'cL 

3y public pntifes, ahd by fetiet fighs. 

Each owii*d the ^nerai power of Emma's eyes. 

In tilts and tournaments the valiafit ftrove, 

By glorious deeds to p^archafe EmtAi's love. 

In gentle vtfffe the witty told their 4ame, 

And graced their choiccft fongs with Emma's name* 

In van they combated, in vain they writ : 

Ufclefs their ftrength, and impotent £heir wit. 

'Great Venus only muft diteft the dart, 

•Which elfc will never reach the feir-one's heart, 

Spight of th' attempts of force, and foft effefts < 

Great Venus muft |)rcfef the happy one : % 

In Henry's caufe her favour mufl be ihown t > 

And Emma, of mankind, mufl love but him alone. X 

While thcfe in public to thc-caille came. 
And by their grandeut juftificd their flame ; 
More fecret ways the cartful Henry takes i 
His fquires, his artnS, and equipage fbrfakes : 
In borrowed name and falfe attire array'd, 
Oft' he finds meat)) to fee the' be^teous maid. 

When Emma hunts, in huntfman^s habit drefl^ 
Henry on foot piirfues the bounding bcaft. 
In his right hand his beechen pole he hears : ^ 

And graceful at his fide his horh he W^ars. 
Still to the gltde, where ihe has bent her way. 
With knowing ikill he drives the fixture ^ccv ^ 



irt, 1 
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Bids her decline the hill« and fhun the brake ; 
And fhews the path her fteed may fafell take ; 
Direfts her fpear to fix the glorious wound $ 
Pleased in his toils to have her triumph crowned i 
And blows her praifes in no common found. 

A falconer Henry is> when Emma hawks : 
With her of tarfels and of lures he talks. 
'Upon his wrifl the. towering merlin ilands, 
Pra£kisM to rife, and (loop at her commands. 
And when fuperior now the bird has flown. 
And lieadlong brought the tumbling quarry down 5 
With humble reverence he accofts the fair. 
And with the honour'd feather decks her hair. 
Yet dill, as from the fportive field Ihe goes. 
His down-caft eye reveals his inward woes j 
And by his look and forrow is exprcft, 
A nobler game purfucd than bird or beaO;. 

A fhephcrd now along tlie plain he roves ; 
And, with his jolly pipe, delights the groves. 
The neighbouring fwains around tlie flranger tlirong. 
Or to admire, or emulate his fong : -» \ 

While with foft forrow he renews his lays, 
Kor heedfiil of tlicir envy, nor tlicir praifc. •,- 
But, foon as £^mma's eyes adorn the plain,. 
His notes he raifes to a nobler flrain. 
With dutiful refpeft and fludious fear j 
Left any carelcfs found offend her car. 

A frantic Gipfey now, the houfc he haunts. 
And in wild phrafes fpeaks dilTcmbled wants. 

With' 
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"With the fond maids in palmiftryi he deals'c « 

They tell the fccret firft, which he reveals ; 
Says who Ihall wed, and who flnll be bcguil'd ; ■ . 

What groom (hall get, and fquirc maintain the child., i 
But, when bright Emma would her fortune know^ . ; 
A fofter look unbends liis opening brow; . / 

With trembling iwe he gazies 6n her eye, // 

And in foft accents funns the kind reply; . ,\ 

That ihe fhall, prove as fortunate a> fair j . .,;, 

And Hymea's choiccft gifts are ^1 i^cferyy for her. r* 

Now oft' had Henry changed his fly difg^ife, 
Unmark'd by all but beauteous Empc^a's eyes s . j. 
Oft' had found means alone to fee itbe -dame^ * 
And at her feet to breathe his ajnorous; fl,ame.; . 
And oft' tlie pangs of abfeacc co/ remove 
By letters, foft interpreters of lovcf , .^ ■ >^ 

Till Time and Induftry (the mighty two > .\" 

That bring our wilhes nearer to 9ur view) , - 

Made him perceive, iliat the inclining fair ■ .• 

Received his vows with no relu^ka;^ ear ; 
That Venus had con^rmU her qqual.reigpy - 
And dealt to Emou^s heart a ibare of Heaxy'c pain* /■ 

, While Cupid fmil'd, by kind occaiion blefs*d, ; : 
And, with the iecrec kept, the loye increased ; 
The amorous youth frequents the silent groves s 
And much he meditates, for mus:h he loves, C 

He loves : *ti> true | and is bclov'd again : 
Great are his joys t but will th^y l^pg remain ? , i 

Emma with fmiles receives his prefent^ame | 
But^ fmiUagit will ihe ever be Uie f^mc i * ' f 
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Brnttfullooki are vU-d lif MJc miMb | 
And fiimmcT fen me ttunM by faddcn wiflds. 
Another Love ouy gwi her caff youth s 
TknechaiigctthcKi^f MndBmayeauffam%tniSL 

O impoctm cftate of fanman life ! 
Where Hope and Viet nunacam eternal Mfei 
Where fleeting jof does kftiDg doohc »%ffiC| 
And moil we ^tieftiOB, what we moft defin f 
Amongft thy vumnis gifts, great Heaven^ be&am 
*Our«ttp6f Loire«nuiik*d; fetixarto throw 
'Bitter ingradknts in I nor ^ die draught 
"With nanfeons grief: .for our iU^udgiflg dioiight 
Hardly enjoys the pleafanKble tafte ; 
-fOr deems it not ^oere j or fears it camiot laft 

With wiihes tak'd, y/Mi jeakmfies opprefft, 
: (Alternate tyrants of the human breaft) 
By one great trial he lefolves to {nrove 
The faith of woman, and the force of fore; 
If fcanning Emma's virtues he may iind 
That beauteous firameinclofe a fteady miml» 
He '11 fix his liope, -of fuwrc joy fecure ; 
And live a flave to Hymen's happy power* 
But if the fttr-one, ts'he fears, is frnl ; 
If, pois'd aright in Reafon's equal fcde. 
Light flr her merit, and her faults prevail ; 
His mind he vows to free from amorom care^ ^ 

The latent mtfchief fr«m his heart to tear, > 

Kefume his ature arms, and fliine again in war* J 

South of the caftle in a rerdant glade 
i^ i^ivading beech titetids te intttdl^ <^^ 



} 



Here oft' thi$ Nymph ^^ to^Hog v)OM'^ ha(i'b<s^f d i 
Here oft' het filetice had het heart dqcUr'd* 

As* x^ve ffviiig awak'd her tnfalic huds* 

And genial life informed the verdant woods ( - 
Heory^ in knott. involving EiPfHa's name, 
Had half exprefs'd and ha)f conceal 'd hi$ iiafn^ 
Upon this tree : and, afi the tender m^rj^ 
Grew with. the year, and wifden'd with the hfr)C} 
Venus had h^ard the virgin's foft addrefs. 
That, as tl^e wound, the pafHon might increafe. 
As potent Nature flied her kindly ihowers. 
And deck'd the various mead with opening flowers ; 
Upon this tree the Nymph's obliging care 
Had left a frequent wreath for Henry's hair j 
Which as with gay delight the lover found, 
Pleas'd with his conquefl, with her prefent crown'd, 
Glorious through all the plains he oft' had gone. 
And to each Swain the my (tic honour fhown ; 
The gift ftill prais'dy the giver ftill unknown. 

His fecret note the troubled Henry writes ; 
To the known tree tlie lovely maid invites : 
Tmperfe£l words and dubious terms exprefs. 
That unforcfoen mifchance diflurb'd his peace ; 
That he nvaik fomothing to her ear com mend. 
On which lier coodu^ and his life depend. 

Soon as the fair-one had &he note receiv'd. 
The remnant of tlie day alone ifae griev'xl ; 
For diiferent thk from every former note. 
Which Vehu& disftatcd, ^nd Henry wrote ; 

Vol. I. Q^ Whick 
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"Wliichtold her all his JFuture hopes vrere laid 

On the dear bofom of his Nut- brown Maid ; 

Which always blefs*d her eyes, and owp'd her power; 

And bid her oft' aUlieu^ yet added morel 

Now night advanc*d. The houfc in ileep were laid. 

The nurfeexpcrienc'd, and the prying maid.; 

At laft that fpritc, which does inccflant haunc 

The Lover's fteps, the ancient Maiden-aunt. 

To her dear Henry Emma wings her way, 

With quickcn*d pace repairing forc'd delay; 

For Love, fantaftic power, that is afraid 

To ftir abroad till watchfulnefs be laid. 

Undaunted then o*cr cliffs and valleys ftrays. 

And leads his votaries fafe through parhlefs ways. 

Not Argus with his hundred eyes fliall find 

W^herc Cupid goes j though he, poor guide! is blind. 

The Maiden firft arriving, fcnt her eye 
To aik, if yet its chief delight were nigh : 
With fear and with defire, with joy and .pain, 
Siie fees, and runs to meet him on the plain. 
But oh I his fteps proclaim no lover's hade : 
On the low* ground his fix'd regards arc cjift; 
His artful bofom heaves diifembled fighs ; 
And tears fuborn'd fall copious firom his eyes. 

With eafe, alas ! we credit what we love ■: 
His painted grief does real furrow move 
In the affli£led fair ; adown her cheek 
Trickling the genuine tears their current breatc 4 
Attentive frocxl -rh^ mournful Nymph : the Man 
Broke iilcncc fiili : the talc altcruatc ran. 



} 
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Henrt. 
SINCERE* O tell me, hail thou f«k a paia^ 
£mma, beyond wliat woman knows to feign? 
lias thy uncertain bofom ever flrove 
With the firft tumults of a real love? 
Haft thou now dreaded, and now blefl bis fway* 
By turns averfe, and joyful to obey ? 
Thy virgin foftnefs hafl thou e*er bewaiPd ; 
As Reafon yielded, and as Love prevailed ? 
And wept the potent God's refiftlefs dart, 
His killing pleafure, his ccftatic fmart, 
And heavenly poifon thrilling through tliy heart? 
K fo; with pity view my wretched ftatc ; 
At lead deplore, and tlien forget my fate : 
To fome more happy Knight referve thy charms; 
By Fortune favoured, and I'uccefsful arms : 
And only» as tlie fun*s revolving ray 
Brings back each year this melancholy day. 
Permit one (igh, and fet apart one tear^ 
To an abandon'd exile's endlefs care. 
For me, alas ! out-call of human race. 
Love's anger only waits, and dire difgrace y 
For lo ! thefe hands in murther are imbrued ; 
Thefe trembling feet by Juftice are purfucd : 
Fate calls aloud, and hadens me away ; 
A (hamcful death attends my longer (lay ; 
And I this night mud fly from thee and love, 
Cundemn'd in lonely woods, a baniih^d man, to rove. 
(^ a Emma 
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Emma. 

What is our blifs, that diangeA with the moon^ 
And day of lite, that darkens crt '^t noott > 
What is tnie f^aflion, if unbleft it dies ? • 
And where is Emma's joy, if Henty fUe*? 
If love, aks ! be pain ; the pain I bear 
Kg thought can figure, and no tongue dtofaw. 
Ne'er faithful woman felt, nor falfe oiie fcign*d. 
The flames which long have in rtiy bofbm reigtt'^ t 
The God of Love himfclf inhabits there, 
With all his rage, and dread, and grief, and catej 
His complement of ftores, and total War. 

O ! ceafe then coldly to fufpe6t my love^ 
And Itt my deed at lead my fairh approve.. 
Alas ! no youth (hall my endearments iharei 
Nor day nor night fliiU interrupt my care; 
No future ftory fhall with truth upferaid 
The cold inditfercnce of the Nut-brown MaW t 
Nor to hard banifhment fhall Henry ruh.; 
While carelcfs Emma flteps on beds of down. 
A^iew me refoly'd, where-e'er thou lead*ft^ to gOp 
Friend to thy pain, and partner of thy Woe; 
For I attcfl feir Venus and her Ton, 
That I, of all mankind, will love but thee done. 
11 E N R y. 

Let prudence yet obftru£l thy Venturous way;- 
And take good heed, what men will think andiaj^ 
That beauteous Emma vagrant courfes took j 
iicr father's lioufe. and civil life forfodc'^ 

TJ 



That, foii tof youlhful l^QOd^ and fofid of m^j ' . v 
She to the wood-lftod with an exik rap* 
Refle^l, that leffen'd fame i% oc*er rcgiu^M ; 
And yirgur hoaour, once, is alws^S ilMn*d : 
Timely advised, the ooHting cvQ ihxm : 
Better not do the deed, d^n weep it done. 
No penance can abfolve our guilty fame ;- 
Nor tears, that wafh out (in, can waih out ikame* 
Then fty the fad effe^^s^ of dcfperate love ; 
And leave a- baniih'd man through lonely woods tarwrc*. 
£ M M A< 

Let Emma's hapleft cafe be falfely told- 
By the rafh young, or the iH-natur'd old : 
Let every -tongue it?s various cenfures chufe ; 
Abfolve with -coldnefs, or with fpite accufe r 
Fair Truth «t lafV her radiant beams will raife ; 
And Malice vanquilh'd heightens Virtue's praife. 
Let then thy favour but indulge my flight ; 
,0 ! let my prefence make thy travels light ; 
And potent Venus Ihall exalt my name, 
Above the rumours of cenfotioujrFame j 
Nor from that bufy Demon's refllefs power 
Will evei* Emma other grace implore. 
Than that this truth fliould to the world be knowil,^ 
That I, of all mankind, have lov'd but thee alone. 
He n ry. 

But canfl: thou wield die fword, and bend the bow ? 
With a£live force repel the fturdy foe ? 
When the loud tumult fpcaks the battle nigh, 
And winged deafbs in whiftlinc arrows % \ 
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Wilt thou, though wounded, yet undaunted Ikty,. 
Perform thy part, and (hare the dangerous day ? 
Then, as thy ftrength decays, thy heart will fail. 
Thy limbs all tremblfeg, and thy cheeks all pale; 
With fruitlefs forrow, thou, inglorious mnd. 
Wilt weep thy fafety by thy love betray'd x 
Then to thy friend, by foes o'er-charg'd, deny 
Thy little ufelefs aid, and coward fly : 
Then wilt thou curfe the chance that made thee lore 
A baniHi'd man, condemned in lonely woods to rove* 
Emma. 

With fatal ceruinty Thaleflris knew 
To fend the arrow from the twanging yew ; 
And, great in arms, and foremoft in the wat^ 
BoiKiuca brandifh'd high the Hritifh fpear. 
Could tiurlr of vengcaucc and defire of fame 
Excite tilt female bread with martial flame } 
And fliall not Lore's diviner power infpire 
More hardy virtue, and more generous fire ? 

Near thee, miflruil not, conftant 1 '11 abide,. 
And f<klly or vanquifli, fighting by thy fide. 
'J hough my inferior (lreng]th may not allow. 
That I fliould bear or draw tlie warrior bow ^ 
With ready hand, I will the fhaft fupply, 
And joy to Ice thy vi£tor arrows fly. 
Touclrd in the battle by the hoilile reed, 
Sivuuld'll thou (but Heaven avert it !}• ihould'ft dsou 

bleed ; - 
To flop the wounds, my fineft lawn I *d tear, 
Wa/b them with tcars^ sind w\^ them wi^ my hair ; 
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Blefl, when my dangers, ai^ my tolls have tfhowny- 
That I> of all inanikiod, could love but thee alone, 

HSN.RY. 

But canft thou, tender maid, cgnil thou fuflain 
Afflictive want, or hunger's prelTing pain > 
Thofe limbS) in lawn and fofcefl filk. array'd* 
From fun-beams guarded, and of wind^ afraid ; 
Can th^y bear angry Jpv« ? can they rcfift. 
The parching dog-ftaiv- and tl)e bleak nonh-eafl ? 
When, chiird iiy adveHe (bows and.l>eating rain. 
We tread with weary fteps the longfome plain ; 
When witli hard toil we feek our evening food,. 
Berries and acoms from the neighbouring wood ; 
And find among the cliffs no othrr houfe. 
But the thin covert of fome gathered boughs ; . 
Wilt thou not then relu6lant fend, thine eye 
Around the dreary waftc ;.and weeping try 
(Though then, alas ! that trial be too lace) 
To find thy father's hofpitablc gate, 
And feats, where eafe and pl< nty brooding fate ? 
Thofe feats, whence long excluded thou f null mourn i 
That gate, for ever batr'd to thy return : 
Wilt thou not then bewail il^fated love. 
And hate a banifh'd man, condemnfd.in woods to rove? 
Emma. 

Thy riCe of fortune did I only wed; 
From; its decline determin'd to recede j 
I)id I but purpofe to embark witl\ thee 
On the fmaudi furface of a fummer's fea ;; 

CL4 Whik 



} 
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While gentle- Zcphvn pl>7^' ^li ^ fp e mw galef^ 
And Fominc's firoBr filk the fwelfing f«U i 
But would forfake the §iif>, And make the ihore, 
Whea the winds whiftle, and the tempefts rov'? 
No, HenrVy no : one fitted o«h has tied 
Our loves ; one dcAiny our life (hall goide ; 
Nor wild nor deep our common wav diTHk. 

When from the cave thou rifeft with the dinyy 
To beat the wood^, and roufe the bounding pitv^i - 
The cave with mofs and branches 1 ^1 adeniy 
And cheerful fit, to wait my lord's retvni : 
And, when thou frequent bring*ft the imitten deer 
(For feldom, archers fay, thy arrows err), 
I '11 fetch quick fuel from the neirhboniing wood. 
And ftrike the fparkling flint, and drefs ^e tbod ; 
With humble duty and officious haftc^ 
I '11 cull the fiirtbcfl: mead for thy repaft; 
The chcictfl heibs I to thy board will bring. 
And draw tliy water from the fielhcft fpring : 
And, when at night with weary toil oppreft. 
Soft (lumbers thou enjoy 'ft, and wholefome reft 5 
Watchful I 'II guard thee, and with midnight pi Ti j i cf 
Weary the Gods to keep thee in their care ; 
And joyous a(k, at morn's returning ray, 
Tf thou haft health, and I may llcfs the day. 
My thoughts fhall fix, my lateft wiih depend. 
On thee, guide, guardian, kinfmani father, fiiend r 
By all thclc facred namts be Hcnr)- known 
To Emma's heart ; and grateful let him own^ 
Thetfhc, of all mankir^y ^\M love but him alone ! . 
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.■:. '.HJ:Nliy. -. ■ •■ 
Vainly thou (HPft tA^ U^hat the worin&'b atrt 
Shall in t^ m\it)c(%oi the wood prepare e 
Thou, cret.tiU>ug(>eftt unhappieft of thy kind, 
Muft leave the habit and th« fe& hehin«U 
No longei: (hsidi thy; comely. trei&s break 
In flowing, rki^ets: Oft thy ftiowy neck; 
Or fit behind thy. hea^i «i 9Xai^. TQwad, 
In graceful l^raids with vai^ious rihbMi houfed : 
No longer fjfipXi the .boddice aptly la<:\i. 
From thy full bofom to thyflendc^ waift^ . . . 
That air aad harmony .of ihape exprefs^ ^ 

Fine by degrees, and beautifully kis : 
Nor fhall thy lower garments artful plaits 
From thy fair fide dependent to thy feet, 
Arip their chafte beauties with a roodefl pride^ 
And double every chanH they fetlc to hide, 
Th* ambrofial plenty of thy fhining hair, 
Cropt off and ioft, :fcafce lower than thy ear 
Shall ftand uncovth : n korfe-man's coat ihftU hide 
Thy taper ihape, and comelinefs of fide ; 
The fhort trunk*hcrfe ftfall ihew thy foot and knee 
Licentious, and to common eye-fight free : 
Atidi wkh 1 bolder Hiide and loofer air. 
Mingled with men, a man thou mud appctf-« 

Nor folitudc, nor gentle peace of mind, 
Miftaken maid; ihalt thou in forcfts find : 
*Tis long fiiice'Cynthia and her train were therct 
Or guardian Gdds niade' innocente their tare. 
Vagrants -and out-laws (hall offend thy view t 
noffixch mufk be my friendsi aYudw^j^.-i ctcw 
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By adverfe fortune mix'd tn feenl ilU 
Train'd to aflkuk, and diiiciplinM to kill : 
Their common lores, a lewd abandonM pack^ 
Tlie beadle's lafh (till flagrant on their back : 
By (loth corrupted, by dHbrder Mi 
Ma<le \xAd by want, and proftitutefbr bread r 
With fuch muft Emma hunt the tedious day,. 
AiTiiV their violence^ andi divide their prey t 
With fuch ihe muft return at fetting light. 
Though not partaker, witncfs of their night. 
Thy car, inur<d to charitable (bunds 
And pitying love, mu(V feel the hate^l wound» 
Of je(l obfccne and Tulgar ribaldry^ 
The ill-bred <pie(lion, and the lewd reply { 
Brought by long habitude from bad to worfe, 
Muft hear the frequent oath, the direful curfe. 
That latcft weapon of the wretches' war. 
And blafphcmy, fad comrade of defpair. 

Now, Emma, now t)te laft refle£Hon make, 
Whac thou would'ft follow, what thou muft forial 
By our ill-omen'd ftars, and adverfe Heaven^ 
Ko middle objc6^ to thy clioice is- given. 
Or yield thy virtue, to attain thy love; 
Or leave a bani&'d man, condcmn'd. in wood 
ro!K» 

EMMiU 

O grief of heart ! that our unhappy fatet 

Force thee to fuffcr what thy honour hates : 
Mix tliec amoDgft the bad ; or make thee run 
7oo aeu tbc paths which Virtue bids thee ikuiu 



} 
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Tet with her Henry ilill let Emma go ; 
With him abhor the vice, but ihare the woft : 
And fare my little heart can never err 
Amidft the worft ; if Henry ftill be there. 

Our outward a£k is prompted from within ^ 
Aod from the iinner^ mind proceeds the fin » 
By her own choice free Virtue k approved i 
Nor by the force of outward Qbje£ks mov'd. 
Who has aifay'd no danger, gains no prai(e^ 
In a fmall ifle, amidft tlie wideft fcas. 
Triumphant Conftancy has £x'd her feat : 
In vain the Syrens iing, the tempefts beat : 
Their flattery (he reje^^s, nor fears their threat. 

For thee alone thefe little charms I drcft.: 
Condemned them, or abfolv'd. them by thy teft« 
In comely figure rang'd my jewels fkonCy 
Or negligently placed for tliee alone : 
For thee again they (hall be laid a(ide ; 
The woman, Henry, ihall put off her pride 
For thee : my cloaths* my fcx, exchanged for thee^ 
I '11 mingle with the people's wretched lee i 
O line extreme of human infamy ! 
Wanting tlie fcilTars, with thefe hands I '11 tear 
(If that obftru6ls my flight) tliis load of hair* 
Black ibot, or yellow walnut, (ball difgrace 
This little red and white of Emma's face. 
Thefe nails with fcratches Ihall deform my hreafly. 
Left by my look or colour be exprefs'd 
The mark of aught higlvborn^ or ever better drcfs'd. 
Yet in this commerce, under this difguife. 
Let me Jbe graceful fUU i& UtcxiSj^ t.^«ix 
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Loft to the world, let me to him be knci^n i 
My fate I can abfolve, if he (ball owa, 
That^ leaving all maakind, I love but him liooe, 
Heiiiiy. 

O wildeft thought of an abandon'd mind ! 
Karae, habit, parents, woman, left behind, 
Ev'n honour dubioos, thou preferr'ft to go ' 
Wild to the woods ^x4th me : faid Emma fo f 
Or did I dream what Emilia never faid 9 
O guilty error ! and O wretched maid f 
'^hofe roving ^ncy would lefolve the fame 
With him, who next ihould tempt her eafy fame | 
And blow with empty words the fufceptible -flame. 
Now why fliould doubtful terms thy mind perplex • 
Confefs thy frailty, and avow the fex t 
No longer looTe de(ire for conftant love 
Miftake ; but fay, 'tisMan with whom thou long^ toi 
Emma. 

Are there not p(»ibn9, racks, and flames, and fwo 
That Emma thus muft die by Henry's words ? 
Yet what could fwords or poifon, racks or flame. 
But mangle and disjoint this brittle frame f 
More fatal Henry's words ; they murder Emma 
fame. 

And fall thcfe fayings irom that gentle tongue. 
Where civil fpcech and foft perfuafion hung ; 
Whofie artful fweetnefs and harmonious ftraia. 
Courting my grace, yet courting it in vain, 
Call'd %hs, and tears, and wifhes, to its aid i 
And, whilft it Henry's glowing flame coovey'd, 
SuJJ blamed the soldn(f$ o£ the ^^Ano^ti V\»A\ 
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"Let envious jealoufy and canker*d fpttt n 

Ttoducc my anions tx> fe?crcft lighr, > 

And tax my open day, or fecret night. J 

Did e'er my tongue fpcak my unguarded heart 
The lead inclm'd to play the wanton's part ? 
Did e*cr my eye one inward thought reveal, 
Which angels might not hear, and virgins tell ? 
And haft thou, Henry, in my condu6^ known 
'One fault, but that which I muft never ^wn, 
That I, of all mankind, have lov'd but thee aloae ] 
Henry. 

Vainly thou talk*ft of loving me alone t 
Each man i« man ; and all our fex is one. 
l^alfe are our wonds, and fickle is our mind : 
Nor in Love*s ritual can we ever find 
Vows made to laft, or promiffcs to bind. 

By Nature prompted, and for empire made. 
Alike by flrcngth or cunning we invade : 
When arm-d with rage we march againft the foe, 
We lift the battle-ax, and draw the bow : 
"Wlien, fir'd with paffion, we attack the fair, 
Delufivc iighs and brittle vows we bear ; 
'Our falfhood and our arms have equal ufe ; 
As they our conqucft or delight produce. 
The foolilh heart thou gav'ft, again receive. 
The only boon departing love can give. 
To be Icfs wretched, ' be no longer true j ' ^• 

What ftrives to fly thee, why fliould'ft thou purfue? I' 
-Fbrgct the prcfent fiame, indulge a new | j 

:Sthgle the lovelieft of the amorous youth | 
(Afk^&rMs yawj but hojpc not iox \vi^ x\>kOcu 
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The next man <and the next thou ihak believe) 
Will pawn his gods, intending to deceive ; 
Winiuieely implore, periift, o'ercome, andleave« 
Hence let thy Cupid aim his arrows right { '\ 

!Bc wife and falfe, (hun trouble, feck delight ; f 

Change thou the firCtf nor wait thy lover's flight. '' 

Why ihould'ft thou weep? let Nature >udgc our cafe; 
I law thee young and fair { purfued tlie chafe 
Of Youth and Beauty : I another faw 
Fairer and younger : yielding to the law 
Of our all-ruling mother, I purfued 
More youth, more beauty t bleli viciflitude ! 
My active heart (till keeps its priftine flame ^ 
The ohje£^ alter'd, the deiire the (ame. 

This younger fairer pleads her rigluful charms i 
With prefent power compels m&to her arms. 
And much I fear, from my fubje£ted mind 
•(If Beauty's force to condant Love can bind). 
That years may roll, ene in her turn the maid 
^hall weep the fury of my lovi; decay M ; 
And weeping follow me, as thou dofl now, 
With idle clamours of a broken vow. 

Nor can the wildnefs of thy wiihes err 
So wide, to hope that thou may 'A live with her. 
Love, well thou know'd, no partnerihip allows t 
Cupid averfe rcjcfts divided vows : 
Then from thy foolifh heart, vain maid, remove 
An ufelefs forrow^ and an ill-ilarr'd love ; 
And leave me, with the fair, at large in woods 

rove. 
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Emma. 

Arc we in life through one great error led ? 
Is each man perjured, and each nymph betray*d? 
Of the fuperior fex art tliou the word > 
Am I of mine the moft compleatly curft? 
Yet let me go with thee ; and going proTe, 
t'rom what I will cndttre, how much I love. 

This potent beauty, this triumphant fair. 
This happy 6{yjc£k of onr different care, 
Her let me follow; her let me attend 
A fervant (fhe may fcorn the name of friend). 
What fhe demands, incelfant 1 *!! prepare : 
I *11 weave her garlands j and I *11 plait her hair? 
My bufy diligence (hall deck her lx>ard 
(For there at leaft I may approach my lord) ; 
And, when her Henry's fofter hours advife 
ttis fer\'ant's ahfcnce, with dejefted eyes 
•Far I H recede, and fighs forbid to rife. 

Yet, when increafing grief brings flow difeafe 5 
And ebbing life, on terms fevere as thefe, 
Will have its little lamp no longer fed ; 
When Henry's miftrefs ihews him Emma dead j 
tRefcue my poor remains from vile negleft : 
With virgin honours let my hearfe be deckt. 
And decent emblem ; and at leaft perfuade 
This happy nymph, that Emma may be laid 
Where thou, dear author of my death, where fhe, 
With frequent eye my fepulchrc may-fee. 
The nymph amidft her joys may haply bresthe 
One pit>u9 6gh, reflefling on my death. 
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And the fad fate which flic may one day prove* 
Who hopes from Henry's vows etenial Idvc. 
And thou forfworn» thou cruel, as thou «n^ 
If Emma's image ever touch'd thy httn i 
Thou fure mud give one thought, and drop one teaf 
To her, whom love abandon'd to defjMiir^ 
To her, whoy dyingt on the wound«d ft^np 
^Bid it in lafting chara^rs be known^ 
That, of mankind, ihe lov'd but thee alone. 
Henr-V. 
Hear, folemn Jove ^ and confcious Venus, he^r; 
And thou, bright maid, believe me whilft I fwcar^ 
^o time, no change, no future flame, fhallmpve 
The well-plac'd bafis of my lafting love. 

O powerful virtue ! O vi£torious fair I 
At leaft excufe a trial too fevere : 
iReceive the triumph,, and forget the war. 

.No banifli'd man, condemn'd in woods to rove| 
Intreats thy pardon, and implores thy love : 
No perjur'd knight defires to quit thy arois, 
Faireft coUeftion oi thy fex's charms. 
Crown of my lovcj^ and honour of jpy youth! 
Henry, thy Henry, with eternal truth. 
As thou may'ft wifli, ihall all liis. life imploy. 
And found his glory im his £auQa's joy. 
In me behold the potent Edgar's heir, 
Illuftrious «arl : liun terrible ij;i,wfir .. 
Let Loyre confe£!s, for ibe has felt his fwor4gi .. , 
And tremUiujg fled- before, the Britiihloid* 

Hjtn great in peaoe ai^ wea^h fair Qe^a Jk^QW!&.| 
MorJhc amidR his Ipacious meaidov?^ Slw4^\ 
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inclines her urn upon his fattened lands ; 
And fees his numerous lierd imprint her fands. 

And thou, my fair, my dove, ihalt raifc thy thought 
To greatnefs next to empire j Ihak be brought 
With fokmn pomp to my paternal feat ; 
Where peace and plenty on thy word fliall wait, 
^ufic and fong (hall wake the marriage-day : 
Andy whilft tTie priefts accufe the 'bride's delay. 
Myrtles and rofes ihall obftruft her way. 

Friend fhip Ihall ftill thy evening feafts adorn ; 
And blooming Peace ^all ever blefs tliy morn. 
Succeeding years their happy irace:(hall run. 
And age unheeded by ddiglit come -on ; 
While yet fuperior Love fliall mock his power : 
And when old Time fliall turn the faced hour» 
"Which only can our well-tied knot unfold; 
What rclls of both, ^one ^epulchrciHhall hold. 

Hence then for ever from ray Emma's bread 
<That heaven of foftnefs, and that feat of reft) 
Ye doubts and fears, and all (hat know to move 
Tormentingg^-icf, -and all that trouljle love, 
Scatter^ by winds recede, and wild^n foreils roire. 

EmIM A. 

'O day the faireft fure that ever rofc ! 
Period and end of anxious Emma's woes 1 
Sire of her^oy, and fource of her delight ; 
O ! winged with ple^fure take thy happy ffight. 
And give each future morn a tinf^ure of thy white. 
Yet tcU thy votary, potent Qjjecn of Love, 
Wcnry; my -Henry, will he never rove > 
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Will he be ever kindy and juft, and good ? 

And is there yet no miflrefs in the wood ? 

Haat'f none there is ; the thought was ralh and vu; 

A falfe idea, and a fancy 'd pain. 

Doubt (hall for ever quit my flrengthen'd liearti 

And anxious jealoufy's corroding fmart $ 

Nf r other inmate ihall inhabit there, 

Bqt foft Belief, young Joy, and pleaGng Care t 

Hence let the tides of plenty ebb and flow. 
And Fortune's various gale unheeded blow. 
If at my feet the fuppliant goddefs (lands. 
And flicds h^r treafure with unweary'd hands^ 
Her prefcnt favour cautious I '11 embrace; 
And not.unthankfol ufc the protfer'd grace; 
If fhc rccVums the temporary boon. 
And tries lier "pinions, fluttering to be gone ^ 
Secure of npnd. 111 obviate her intent. 
And unconcern'd return the goods (he lent* 
Nor happsnefs can I, nor tnifery. feel, 
Fj^m any turn of har fantaAic Wheel : 
KHcnd (hip's, great. laws, and Love's fuperior power 
Mun;iQ^rk the colour of my future hours* 
From the events which thy commands create 
I mud my blefTrngs or my forrows date ; 
And Henry's will mufl di6bite Emma's fate. 

,Yct while with clofc delight and inward pride 
(Which /fom th^ world my careful foul ihall hide] 
I]ie&-.t})ee^ lord' and end of my defire. 
Exalted higlv as virtue can require ; 
With power invf (l^d, and with pleafurc chear'd j 
Say^it by the good, by ^ oy^x^SSmx. i^vC\ \ 
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Loadecl and bled with all the affluent*l\orc, 

Which human vows at fmoaking fhrines implore ; 

Grateful arixl humble grant me to employ 

My life fubfervient only to thy joy $ 

And at my death to blefs thy kindncfs fliown 

To her, who of mankind could love but thee alone* 



WHILE thus the conftant pair alternate faid, 
Joyful above them and around them play*d 
Angels 'and fportive Loves, a numerous crowd $ 
Smiling they clapt their wings, and low they bow*d t 
They tumbled all their little quivers o'er, 
To chiffc propitious (hafts, a precious (lore ; 
That, when their God fhould take his future dartsj . 
To ftrike (however rarely) con(!*int hearts, 
His happy (kill might proper arms employ. 
All tipt with pleafure, and all wing'd with joy t 
And thofc, they vow'd, whofe lives Ihould imitate 
.Thefe lovers* conftancy, fhould fharc their fat^ 

The Q^ieen of Beauty (lopt her bridled doves; 
Approved the little labour of the Loves j 
Was proud and plcas'd the mutual vow to hear| 
And to the triumph call'd the God of War ; 
Soon as ihe calls, the God is always near. 

Now, Maw, (he faid, let Fame exalt her Tolce t 
Nor let thy conquells only be her choice : 
But, when (he fings great Edward from the field 
Returned, die hollile fpear and captive (hield 
111 Concord's tcrarple hung, and Gallia taught to yield 
And when, as prudent "Saturn (hall cov^v^V^\. 
The yczrs dc(3gn'd Co pcrfcQ: ^uiaiik% ^\xr^ 
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The fwift-wing'd power fhall take her trump agaiti 
'To fing her favourite Anna's wondrous reign ; 
To rccbllcft unwcary'd Marlborough's toils. 
Old Rufus' hall unequal to his fpoils ; 
The Britilh foldicr from his high command 
Olohous, and Gaul thrice vanquilh'd by his hand : 
Let her at leaft perform what I defire ; 
VHth fecond breath the vocal brafs infpirei 
And tell the nations, in no vulgar flrain, 
What wars I manage, and what wreaths I gain. 
And, when thy tumults and thy iights are paft ^ 
And when thy laurels at my feet are cad ; 
Faithful ma/ft thou, like Britilh Henry, prove i 
And, Emma-like, let me return thy love. 

RenownM for trutl^ let all thy fons appear ; 
And conAant Beauty Ihall reward their care. 

Mars fmird, and bow'd : the Cyprian Deity 
Turned to the glorious ruler of the Iky j 
And thou, fhe fmiling faid, great God of days 
And verfe, behold my deed, and fing my praiiJE^ 
As on the Britilh earth, my favourite ifle. 
Thy gentle rays and kindefl influence fmile, 
Through all her laughing fields and verdant groveSf 
Proclaim with joy thefe memorable loves. 
From every annual coxufe let one great day 
To celebrated fports and floral play 
Be fet aiide ; and, in the foftefl lays 
Of thy poetic fons, be rolcinn praife 
And everlading marks of honour paid, 
T^ihc true Lovcfi and the Nut-biown Maid* 



K' 
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AN ODE, 
Humbly infcribed to- the Qjff ken, 

ON THB 

Glorioiis Succefs of her Ma>£sty^s Arms, 1706* 
Written in Imitation of Sp«nser's Style. 

** Te non paventis funera Galliae^ 
^ Duraeque tellus audit Iberiae : 
** Te cade gaudcntcs Sicambri 
" Compofitis venerantuc armis.'*^ KoK^ 

PREFACE. 

TXT H E N I firft thought of writing upon this occa- 
fion, I found the ideas fo great and numerous,, 
that I judged them more proper for the warmth of aa 
Ode^ than for any other fort of poetry : I therefore fct 
Horace before me for a pattern, and particularly hUf 
famous ode, the fburth of the fourth book, 
" Qiaalem miniftrum fulminis alitem, &c.*' 

which he wrote in praife of Drufus after his expedition-^ 
into Germany, and of Auguftus upon his happy choice 
of. that general. And in the following poem, though-, 
i have endeavoured to imitate all the great ftrok'es of 
R. ^ -^^ 
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that ode, I have taken the liberty to go off from hf and 
to add varioufly, as the fubje6k and my own imagina- 
tion carried me. As to rSie %Ie, the choice I made of 
following the ode in Latin determined me in E^glifli t» 
the flan^.a ; and herein it was impofRble not to have a 
mind to follow our great countryman Spcnfcr 5 which 
I have done (as well at leafl as I could) in the manner 
df my expreflion, and the turn of my number t hatifig 
only added one verfc to his flanza, which 1 thought 
made the number more harmonious; and avoided fuch 
of his words as I found too obfolete. I have however 
retained fome few of them, to make the colouring look 
more like Spenfer*s. BiB^fl, command; bamd, army? 
frth-wefsy. ftrength ; I <iMety 1 know ; I ou/^xr, I think; 
^whildtn^ heretofore ; and two or tlirce more of that 
kind, which I hope the ladies will pardon me, and not 
judge my Mufe lef^ handfome, though for once (he ap- 
pears in a farthiifgale. "I have alfo, in' Spenfcr's man- 
ner, ufed Caefar for the emperor, Boy a for Bavana, 
Bavar for that prince, Iflcr for Danube, Iberia for 
Spain, &:c. 

Tliat noble part of the Odfe which I juft iiow. men- 
tioned,. 

" Gens, quae cremato fortis ab Ilio 
<* Ja£tata Tufcis aequoribus, &c.** 
where Horace praifes the Romans as being defended 
from iEneas, I have turned to the honour of the Bri- 
tiih nation, defcended from Brute, likewiie a Trojan. 
That tliis Brute, fourth or fifth from iEneas, fettled in 

England,' 
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Englandf and built London, which is called Troja 
Nova, or Troynovante, is ^ ftory whi^h (1 tliink) 
owps its original} if not to G^offry of Monn^puth, at: 
lead to ^e Monkifti writers ; yet is not reje£ied by our 
great Ca9>den ; and is told by Milton, as if (at leafV), 
h^ was pleafed with it, though pofTibly hp does not b?^ 
licFe it : however it carrier a poetical authority, whicli. 
is.fjo^icient for our purpofe. It i^ as certain that ^ut^ 
came into England, as that -/Eneas went into Italy 4 
and upon the fuppofition of thefe fa6ls, Virgil wrote 
the bed poem that the world evef read, and Spenfcr 
paid queen Elizabeth the greateft compliment. 

I need not obviate one piece of criticifm, that I bring 
my hero .^ , . 

*f From burning Troy, and Xanthus red with bloc^d :" 

whereas he was not born, when that city was deftfx)ycd\ 
Virgil, in the cafe of his own -^neas relating to Dido, 
will ftand as a fufficient proof, that a man in his poeti- 
cal capacity is not accountable for a little fault in ciiro- 
nology. ' 

My two great examples, Horace and Spenfer, in 
many things rcfemble each otlier : both have a height 
of imagination, and a majefly of exprcflion in dcfcrib- 
ing the fublime ; and both know to temper thofe ta- 
lents, and fwccten the defcription, fo as to make it 
lovely as well as pompous : both have equally that 
agreeable manner of mixing morality with their dory, 
and that Curipfa Felicitas in the choice of their diftioiij 
I^Jl^ch every writer aims at, and fo very few have 
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jcached : bodi are ptiticularly fine in their images^ mcl 
knowing in their numbers. Leaving therefore eur tw» 
Huifters to die confideration and fhidy ef tbofe who dc* 
^gn to excel in poetry, 1 only beg leave to addy that it 
is long iince I have (or at leaft ought to have) <)uitted 
Farnailus, and all the itowery loads on that fide the 
eountry; though I thought myfelf indifpenfably ob* 
ligedy upon the prefent occaiiony. to take a* little joamey 
into thofe papts. 



TTTHEN great Auguflus governed ancient Rome^ 
^ ^' Andfent his conquering bands to foreign wai:s; 
Abroad wh&a dreaded, and belov'd at home. 
He faw his fame increafmg with his years ; 
Horace,, gp^eat bard ! (fo Fate ordain'd) arofe. 
And, bold- as were his countrymen in fight, 
Snatch*d their fair a£lions from degrading prbfc. 
And fct their battles in eternal- light : 
High as their trumpets tune his lyre he finings 
And with his prince's arms he moraliz'd his fong. 

II. 

When bright Eliza rul'd Britannia's (late. 
Widely diftributing her high commands, 
And boldly wife, and fortunately great, 
Freed the glad nations from tyrannic bands ; 

An 



An equal genius was in Spenfer found; 
To the high theme he matched his noble lays.: 
He travelled England o'er on fairy greund. 
In myftic nooes to iing liis monarches praife : 
Reciting wondrous truths in pleating dreams^. 
He deck'd Eliza's head with Gloriana's. beams- 

m. 

But, grcateft Anna ?' while thy arms purfuc;* 
Paths of renown, and climb afoents of fame. 
Which nor Auguftus, nor Eliza knewj 
What poet iholl be found to fmg thy name h 
What numbers ihall record, what tongue fhall fay,. 
Thy wars on land, thy triumphs on the main ? 

faireft model of imperial fway ! 

What equal pen ihall write thy wondrouSr reign ? 
Who fhall attempts and feats of arms reliearie. 
Not yet by ftory told^ nor parallel'd by verfe > 

rv. 

Me all too mean- for fuch a taik I weet: 
Yet, if the Sovereign Lady deigns to fmilc,. 

1 '11 follow Horace with impetuous heat, 

And cloath the verie in Spenfer's native ftylc*. J* 

By thefe examples rightly taught to ling. 
And fmit with pleafure of my country's praifcj. 
Stretching the plumes of an uncommon wing» 
High as Olympus I my flight will raife ; 
And latcfl times ihall in my numbers read 
Anna's immortal fame, and Marlborough's hardy deed* 

Y. At 
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V. 

As the ftrong eagle in the filent wood, 
Mindlcfs of warlike rage and hoflile care. 
Plays round the rocky cliff or cryftal flood. 
Till by Jove's high behefts calPd out to war. 
And charg'd with thunder of his angry king. 
His bofom with the vengeful jneflage glows ; 
Upward tlie noble bird dirtEks his wing, 
And, towering round his mailer's earth-born foes. 
Swift he coUefts his fatal ftock of ire. 
Lifts his fierce talon high, and darci the forked fire .: 

^ VI. 

Sedate and calm thus viftor Marlborough fate. 
Shaded with laurels, in his native land, 
Till Anna calls him from his foft retreat, 
And gives her fecond thunder to his hand. 
Then, leaving fwcet repofe and gentle eafc. 
With ardent fpeed he feeks the diftant foe ; 
Marching o'er hiUs and vales, o'er rocks and fcas,. 
He meditates, and ftrikes tlie wondrous blow. 
Our thought flies flower than our General's fame : 
iGrafps he tlxe ^olc? we alk— when he has hurl'd tht 
flame. 

vn. 

When fierce Bavar on Judoign's fpacious plain 
Did from afar the Britilh chief behold; '• 
Betwixt dcfpair, and rage, and hope, and pain. 
Something within his warring bofom rollM : 

He 
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He views that favourite of indulgent Fame, 
Whom whilom he had met on Ifter's Ihpre ;;- 
Too well,' alas ! the man he knows the famc^ , 

Whofe prdwcfs tliere rcpell'd the Boyan power, 
Artci fent them trembling through the frighted lands,. 
Swift as the whirlwind drives Arabia's fcatterM fands* 
YIIL 

His former lofles he forgets to grieve ; 
Abfolves his fate, if with a kinder ray 
It now would ihine, aad only give him leave 
To balance the account of pienheim's day^ 
So the fell lion in the lonely glade, ^ ... 

His fide flill fmarting with the hunter's fpear, 
Though deeply wounded, no- way yet difmaj'4^ 
Roars terrible, and meditates new war j 
In fullen fury traverfes the plain. 
To find the venturous foe, and battle him again» 
IX. 

Mifguided prince^ i)o longer urge thy fat€, 
Nor tempt the hero to unequal war ; 
Fam'd in misfortune, and in ruin great, 
Confefs the force of Marlborough's ftrooger ftar^ 
Thofe laurel groves (the merits of thy youth). 
Which thou from Mahomet didll greatly gain. 
While, bold alTertor of rcfiftlefs truth, 
Thy fword did godlike liberty maintain, ' 
Muft fron*. t-hy brow their falling honours fhed, 
And their tranfplanted wreatlw muft deck a worthier 
head* .; .: : 
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X. 

Yet ceafe the ways of Providence to blame^ 
And human faults with human grief confiefsy 
Tis thou art chang'd^ while heaven is ftiU the (line $ 
From thy ill councils date thy ill fuccefs^ 
Impartial Judice holds her equal fcales. 
Till ilronger Virtue does die weight inclines 
If over thee thy glorious foe prevails, 
tie now defends the caufe that once was thine* 
Righteous the war, the champion ihall fubdue i 
For Jove's great handmaid Power muft Jove's decreet 
purfue. 

xr. 

Hark ! the dire trumpets found their ihrill alarms t 
Auverqucrque, branched from the rcnown'd Naflaus, 
Hoary in war, and bent beneath his arms, 
His glorious fword with dauntlefs courage draws^ 
When anxious Britain moum'd her parting lord,. 
And all of William that was mortal diedf 
The faithful hero had received this fword 
From his expiring mailer's much-lov'd fide* 
Oft' from its fatal ire has Louis flown. 
Where'er great William led, or Maefe and SamUre rxau- 

XII. 

But brandiih'd high, in an ill-omen'd hour 
To thee, proud Gaul, behold thy judcd fear, 
T.he maftcr-fworcl, difpofer of thy power : 
'Tis that wluch Cxfar gave the Britiih peer. 
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He took the gift : Nor ever mil I ihcathe 
This fteel (fo Anna's high bchcfts ordain )» 
The General fsdd, Ainlefs by glorious death 
Ah(oWA, till conqueil has confirmed your reign* 
Returns like thefe our milbrefs bids us make, 
When from a foreign prince a gift her Britons take* 

XIII. 

And now fierce Gallia rufiies on Tier foes^ 
Her force augmented by the Boyan bands ; 
So Volga's ftream, increased by mountain fnows. 
Rolls with new fury down through Riiflia's lands* 
Like two great rocks againfl the raging tide 
(If Virtue's force witli Nature's we compare), 
Unmov'd the two united chiefs abide, 
Suftain the impulfe, and receive the war. 
Round their firm fides in vain the temped beats j 
And Aill the foaming wave with Icflen'd power rctreatS|i 

XIV. 

The rage difpers'd, the glorious pair advance, 
With mingled anger ai^ coUe6^ed might. 
To turn the war, and tell aggreiling France, 
How Britain's fons and Britain's friends can fight. 
On conqueft fix'd, and covetous <if fame, 
iBehold them rufliing through the Gallic hofl: 
Through ftanding com {o runs the fudden flame. 
Or eaftem winds along Sicilia's coaft. 
They deal their terrors to the adverfe nation r 
Pale death atunds their arms, «o4 ghaftly deiblatioa/ 

XV, Bui 
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XV. 

But while with ficrceft ire Bellona glows ; 
And Europe rather hopes than fears her face ; 
While Britain prefles her affli6^d foes ; 
What horror damps the ftrong, and quells the great ! 
Wl)encc look the foldier's cheeks difhiay'd and pale ? 
Erft ever dreadful, know they now to dread ? 
The hoftile troops, I ween, almoft prevail ; 
And die purfuers only not recede. 
Alas ! their Icflen'd rage proclaims their grief ! 
For, anxious, lo ! they croud around their falling chict 
XVI. 

I thank thee. Fate, 'exclaims the fierce Bavar; 
Let Boya*s trumpet grateful lo's found : 
I faw him fall, their thunderbolt of war : — 
Ever to vengeance facred be the ground. — 
Vain wifh ! fhort joy ! the hero mounts agaim 
tn greater gIor\', and with fuller light : 
The evening-flar fo falls into the main, 
To rife- at mom more prevalently briglit. 
He rifes fafc, but near, too near his fide, 
A good man's grievous lofs, a faithful fcrvairt died, 

xvn. 

Propitious Mars ! the battle is regained : 
The foe with leflen'd wrath difputes the field .' 
The Bfeiton fights, by favouring gods fuftain-^d r 
Freedom muft live ; and lawlefs poviner muft yield. 
Vain now the tales "which fabling poets tell, 
That wavering Gonqufrft ftfll dtfires t6 rove'?* 
ir jVlar/horough's camp tVve ^oddefs knows to dwell : 
Long as the hero's life xeKkim%Vvti\w^» 

r 
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Again FrancQ flics^ again the duke pUrfoeSi 
And on Ramilia's plsdns he Blenheim's fkme reticwi. 
XVIII. 

Great thanks, O captain great in arms ! recehrt 
From thy triumphant country's public voice : 
Thy country greater thanks can. only gijt 
To Anne, to her who made thofe arms her choioeh 
Recording Schellen berg's and Blenheim's toils. 
We dreaded left thou ihould'll thofe toik repeat e 
We view'd the palace charg'd with GaUic fpoiis, 
And in thofe fpoiis wc tliought thy praif« compleac 
For never Greek we deem'd, nor Roman knight> 
In chara£lcrs hke tliefe did e'er his wCts indite* 
XIX. 

Yet, mindlefs ftill of cafe, thy virtue fiicj 
A pitch to old and modem times unknown : 
Thofe goodly deeds which wc fo highly prize . 
Imperfed feem^ great chief, to tliee alone^ 
Thofe heights, where William's virtue might have {laid, 
And on the fubje6t world look'd fafely down. 
By Marlborough pafs'd, the props and ileps were mad^ 
Sublimer yet to raife his queen's renown : 
£till gaining more, flill flighting what he gain'd. 
Nought done the hero deem'd, while aught undone re- 
main'd. 

XX. 

When fwift-wing'd Rumour told the mighty Gaul| 
How Icflen'd Trom the field Bavar was fledj 
He wept the fwiiftnefs of the champion's fall^ 
And tlius the royal treaty-breaker iaid : 
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And lives he yety the great, the loft Bavar, 
Ruui<to Gallia in the name of friend f 
Tell me, how far has Fortune hecn fevere ? 
Has the foe's glory, or our grie^ an end? 
Remains there, of the fifty thov^and lofty 
To fave our threatenVl realm, or guard our lhatter'4 
coaft? 

XXI. 
To the clofe rock tlie frighted raven flies, 
^Soon as the riiing eagle <:uts the air ? 
The -fl&aggy wolf unfeen and trembling lies. 
When the hoaffe roar proclums the lion near, 
Ill-ftarr'd did we our forts and lines forfake. 
To dare our Britifli foes to open fight : 
Our conqueft we by ftratagem fhould make t 
'Our triumph 'had been founded in our flight. 
'*Tis ours, by craft and by furprize to gain : 
'Tis theirs, to meet in arms, and battle in the plain. 

XXTI. 

The ancient father of this hoftile brood. 
Their boafted Brute, undaunted fnatch'd his gods 
From burning Troy, and Xanthus red with blood. 
And fixM on filver Thames his dire stbodes : 
And this be Troynovante, he faid, the feat 
By heaven ordain'd, my fons, your lafting place : 
Superior here to all ithe bolts of fate 
Uvc, mindful of the author of your race. 
Whom neither Greece, nor war, nor want, nor flame, 
Kor great Pdlcidcs* arm, nor Juno's rage, could tame. 
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Their Tudors hence, and Stuarts offspring How » 
Hence Edward, dreadful with his fahle fliieldf 
Talbot to Gallia's power eternal foe, 
And Seymour, fam'd in council or in field : 
Hence Nevil, great to fettle or dethrone. 
And Drake, and Ca'ndifh, terrors of the fea : 
Hence Butler's fons, o'er land and ocean known, 
-Herbert's and Churchill's warring progeny : 
Hence the long roll which Gallia fhould conceal : 
For, oh ! who, vanquifh'd, loves the vi^br's fame t» 
tell? 

XXIV. 

Envy*d Britannia, fturdy as the oak, 
Which on her mountain-top fhe proudly bears. 
Eludes tlie ax, and fprouts againft the llrokc ; 
Strong from her wounds, and greater by her wars. 
And as thofe teeth, which Cadmus fowM in eartli, 
Produc'd new youth, and furnilh'd frelh fupplics : 
So with young vigour, and fucceeding birth. 
Her lofTes more than recompens'd arife ; 
And every age (he with a race is crown'd. 
For letters more polite, in battles more renown'd. 

XXV. 

Obftinate power, whom nothing can repel ; 
Not the fierce Saxon, nor the cruel Dane, 
Nor deep irapreilion of the Norman fleel. 
Nor Europe's force amais'd by envious Spain. 

Yoi. t S Noc 
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Nor France on univerfal fway intent, 

Oft' breaking leagues, and oft' renewing wars.; 

Kor (frequent bane of weaken'd government) 

Their own inteftine feuds and mutual jars : 

Thofe feuds and jars, in which I trufled more. 

Than in my troops, and fleets, and all the Gallic powes. 

XXVI. 

To fruitful Rheims, or fair Lutetia's gate. 
What tidings (hall the meffenger convey? 
Shall the loud herald our fuccefs relate, 
'Or mitred pried appoint the folemn dayi 
Alas ! my praifes they no more mud flng ; 
They to my Aatue now muft bow no more : 
Broken, repuls'd is their immortal king : 
Fallen, fallen for ever, is. the Gallic power. — 
The Woman Chief is maftcr of the war : 
Earth (he has freed by arms, and vanquiih'd Heaven by 
prayer. 

XXVII. 

While thus the ruin'd foe's defpair commends 
Thy council and thy deed, viftorious Queen, 
What (hall thy fubjeds fay, and what thy friends? 
fHow ihall thy triumphs in our joy be fccn? 
Oh ! deign to let the eldcft of the Nine 
Kecite Britannia great, and Gallia free : . 
Oh ! with her fifter Sculpture let her join 
To raife, great Anne, the monument to thee ; 
To thee, of all our good the facred fpring; 
To the^f our deareft dread ; to thee, our fofter King. 

XXVIIL Lot 
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XXVIII. 
JLct Europe favM the column high erqft, 
'Than Trajan's higher, or tl\an Antonine'sj 
'Where fembling art may carve ihc fair efFeft 
-And full atchievcment of thy great Hefigns. 
In a calm heaven, and a ferener air. 
Sublime the Queen Ihall on the fummit (land, 
rFrom danger far, as far removM from fear. 
And pointing down to earth her dread command. 
All winds, all ftorms, that threaten human woe, 
• Shall fink beneath her feet, and fpread' their rage below. 
XXIX. 
Their fleets Ihall ftrive, by winds and waters toft, 
Tilhthe young Auftrian on Iberia's ftrand. 
Great as ^neas on the Latian.coafl, 
Sliall fix his'foot : and this, be this the land. 
Great Jove, where I for ever will remain, 
(The empire's other hope ihall fay) and here 
Vanquifh'd, intomb'd I '11 lie; or, crown'd, "I'll. reign— • 
O virtue to thy Britilh mother dear ! 
Like the.fam'd Trojan fufFer and abide ; 
For Anne is thine, I ween, as Venus was 'his guide, 
XXX. 
There, in eternal charafters engrav'd, 
Vigo, ' and Gibraltar, and Bavcelone. 
Their force deflroy'd, their privileges fav'd, 
^hall Anna's terrors and her mercies own : 
Si)ain, from th' ufurpcr Bourbon's arms retriev'd. 
Shall with new life and grateful joy appear. 
Numbering the wonders which that youth atchicv*d, 
Wliom Anna clad in arms, and fetvx.xa ^^x\ 
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Whom Annafcnt to claim Iberia's throne ; 
And made him more than king, in calling him her foi* 
XXXL 
There Ifthcr, plcas'd by Blenheim's glorious field, 
Kolling (hall bid his caftern wav«s declare 
jGcrmania fav'd by Britain's ample ihicld. 
And bleeding Gaul i<ffli£ked by her fpear j 
Shall bid them mention Marlborough on that ihore. 
Leading his inlanders, rcnown'd in arms, 
Through climes, where never Britiih diief before 
Or picch'd his camp, or founded his alarms ; 
Shall bid them blcfs the Queen, who made his ftreamt 
Glorious as thofe of Boyne, and fafe as thofe of Thames. 

XXXH. 

Brabantia, clad with 6elds, and crown'd with towers. 
With decent joy ihall her deliverer meet j 
Shall own thy arms, great Queen, and blefs thy powers. 
Laying the keys beneath thy fubje6l's feet. 
Flandiia, by plenty made theiiome of war. 
Shall weep her crime, and l)ow to Charles reftor*d ; 
With double vows Ihall blefs thy happy care. 
In having drawn, and having iheath'd the fword; 
From thefc their fifter provinces fhall know. 
How Anne fuj)pons a friend, and how forgives a foe. 

XXXIII. 
Bright fwords, and crefted helms, and pointed fpears. 
In artful piles around the work fhall lie ; 
And Ihiclds indented deep in ancient wars, 
Bhzon'd with, figns of Gallic heruUtY \ 



PRIOR'S POEWrS; 261 

And ftandards with di(linguilh*d honours bright, 
Marks of high power and national eommand, 
Which Valois' fons, and Bourbon's bore in fight^ 
Or gave to Foix', or Mbntmorancy's hand : 
Great fpoils, which Gallia mufl to Britain yield. 
From Crefly's battle fav'd^ to grace Ramilia's field. 
XXXIV. 

And, as fine art the fpaces may difpofe. 
The knowing thought and curious eye fhall fee 
Thy cmblera, gracious Queen, the Britilh rofe^ 
Type of fweet rule and gentle majefty : 
The northern thiftle, whom no hoftile hand 
Unhurt too rudely may provoke, I ween ; 
Hibernia*s harp, device of her command. 
And parent of her mirth, fliall there be fecn r 
Thy vanquifli'd. lilies, France, decay'd and torn, 
Shall with diforder'd pomp the lading work adorn. 
XXXV. 

Beneath, great Q^een, oh ! very far beneath,^ 
Near to the ground, and on the humble bafe. 
To fave hcrfclf from darknefs and from death,^ 
That Mufc defires the laft, the loweft place ; 
Who, though unmeet, yet touched the trembling ftring. 
For the fair fame of Anne and Albion's land. 
Who durft of war and martial fury fing; 
And when thy will, and when thy fubje£l's hand. 
Had queird thofe wars, and bid that fury ceafe ; 
Hangs up lier grateful harp to conquefl^ and to peace r 
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HER RIGHT N A M E- 

A S Nancy at her toilet fat, 
•^^ Admiring this, and blaming^ ^t ; : 
Tell me, ihe faid^ but tell me tnie^ 
The Nymph who could your heart fubdue* . 
What fort of charms docs (he pofTefs ? . 
Abfolve me, fair-one : I '11 conftfs j 
With plcafurc I rcply'd. Her hair. 
In ringlets rather dark than, fair, . 
Does down her ivory bofom roll. 
And, hiding half, adorns the whole. . 
In her high forehead's fair half round '■. 
Love fits in open triumph crown'd s 
He in the dimple of her chin. 
In private date, Uy friends is fcen. 
Her eyes are neither black nor gray; 
Nor fierce nor feeble is their ray 5 
Their dubious luftre feems to fliow 
Something that fpeaks nor Yes, nor No, 
Her lips no living bard I weet,. 
May fay, how red, how round, how fwcet j 
Old Homer only could indite 
Their vagrant grace and foft delight : 
They {land recorded in his book. 
When Helen fmil'd, and Hebe fpok&— 
The gipfey, turning to her glafs, 
Too plainly fhewM, (he knew the face ; 
And which am I moft hkc, (he faid, 
YourCloe, oryourNut-biov?tt^»^^ 
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CANTATA- 

Set by Monfleur Galliakd*^ 

Regit.' 
T>E NEATH a verdant laureVs ample fhadb^, 
•*^ His lyre to mournful numbers ftrung, 
Horace, immortal bard, fupinely laid, 
To Venus thus addrefs'd the fong : 
Ten thoufand little Loves around,. 
Liftening, dwelt on every found;. 

Aribt- 
Potent Venus,, bid thy fon 

Sound no more his dire alarms* 
Youth on lilent wings is flown : 

Graver years come, rolling on.- 
Spare my age, unfit for arms : 

Safe and humble let me refl. 

From all amorous care released. 
Potent Veaus> bid thy fon 

Sound no more his. dire alarms*. 

Regit,. 
Yet, Venus, why do I each morn prepare 
The fragrant wreath for Cloe's hair ? 
Why do I all day lament and figh, 
Unlefs the beauteous maid be nigh ?' 
And why all night purfuc her in my dreams* 
Through flowery meads and cryftal fcreams ?- 
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Regit, 

Thus fung the Bard ; and thus the Goddefs fpoke ; 
Submiflivc bow to Love's imperious yoke : 

Every ftate, and every age. 
Shall own my rule, and fear my rage : 
Compell'd by me, thy Mufe fhall provc^. 
That all the world was bom to love, 

Aribt. 
Bid thy dcftinM lyre difcover 

Soft defire and gentle pain : 
Often praife, and always love her ; 

Through her ear, her heart obtain. . 
Verfe fliall plcafe, and fighs (hall move her.. 

Cupid does with Phoebus retgn. 



Lines written in an OVLD: 

A Tranilation from the French^ 

/^ V I D is the fureft guide, 
^^ You can name, to fliew the way 
To any woman, maid or hride» 
Who refolves to g« aftray. 

A TRUE MAID. 

"^fO, no J for my virginity, 
-^^ When I lofe that, fays Rofe, I 'U die j 
Behind the elms, lad night, cry'd Dick, 
Rofcp were you not cxtwmc\>| tcV.^ 
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A N b T HE R. 

'TpEN months after Florimel Kappcn'd to wed, 
"*■ And was brought in a laudable manner to bed : 
She warbled her groans with fo charming a voice, 
That one halfof the parifli was ftunn*d'with the ncnfe. 
But, when Florimel deign'd to lie privately in, 
Ten months before (he and her fpoufe were a-kin ; 
She chofe with fach pnidence her pangs po conceal. 
That her nurfe, nay her midwife, fcarce heard her once 

fc^ueal. 
Learn, huibands, from^ hence, for the peace of your 

lives. 
That maids make not half fuch a tumult as wives. 



A REASONABLE AFFLICTION- 

/^N his death-bed poor Lubin liiw ; 
^^ His fpoufe is in defpair t 
With frequent fobs^ and mutual cries, • 
They both exprcfs their care. . 

A different caufe, fays parfon Sly, - 

The fame cffeGt may give s • 
Poor Lubin fears, that he (hall die ; ; 

His wife,., that he may live* 

AsA^%Ae 
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Another Rea^oita^le Affciction. 

T^ROM her owa native France as old Alifon paft, \ 
She reproach'd Engliih Nell with negle^ or witk« 
malice^ 
That the (lattem had left, in the hurry and halle. 
Her lady's complexion and eye-brows at Calais. 



ANOTHER. 

TTER eye -brow-box one morning loft, 

•"■ (The beft of folks are oftcneft croft) j 

Sad Helen thus to Jenny faid 

(Her carelefs but affli6ied maid), 

Put me to bed then, wretched Jane 5, 

Alas ! when ihall I rife again ? 

I can behold no mortal now : 

For what 'san eye without a brow ?- 

On the same Subject.. 

T N a dark corner of the houfe 

Poor Helen (its, and fobs, and cries ;; 
She will not fee her loving fpoufe, 
Nor her more dear picquet allies : 
Unlefs fhe find her eye-brows. 
She *11 e'en weep out her eyes. 
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On the same. 

TT E L E N was juft fiipt into bed : 
-*■■*' Her eye-brows on the toilet lay r 

Away the kitten with them fled, 
As fees belonging to her prey* 

For this misfortune carelefs Jane, 
Aflure yourfelf, was loudly rated : 

And madam, getting up again, 
With her own hand the moufc-trap baited* 

On little things, as fages; write,- 
Depcnds our human joy or forrow : 

If we don't catch a moufe to-night,., 
Atas ! no eye-brows for to-morrow. 
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TT O W old may Phyllis be, you a(k, 
'*^'** Whofe beauty thus allhcarts engages? 
To anfwer is no eafy talk : 
For flie has really two ages. 

Stiff in brocade, and pinch'd in flays. 
Her patches, paint, and jewels on 5 

All day let Envy view her faee, 
And Phyllis is but twenty-one. 



'^isfiX^ 
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Paint, patches, jewels laid afide, 

At night Aflronomcrs agree. 
The evening has the day bely'd ; 

And Phyllis is (bme forty-three. 

Forma Bonum: Fraoilc. 

TTTHAT a frail tiling is Beauty, fays baron Lc Cm 
^ ^ Perceiving his Miilrefs had one eye of glafis : 

And fcarcely had he fpoke it ; 
When flje naore confus'd, as more angry ihe grew. 
By a negligent rage prov'd the maxim too true : 

She dropt the eye, and broke it. 

AN EPIGRAM.. 
Written to the Duke deNoAiLLBs. 

.'XTAIN the concern which you exprefs^ 
^ That uncall'd Alard will poflefs 
Your houfe and coach, both day and night> 
And that Macbeth was haunted Icfs 
By Ban(|uo'i> reftlcfs fpright. 

With fifteen tlioufand pounds a year. 
Do you complain, you cannot bear 

An ill, you may fo foon retrieve ? 
Good Alard, faith, is modeller 

By much than you bi\icvc. 
3 ^ 
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1L,end him but fifty Louis- d'or ; 
And you (hall never fee him more : 

Take the advice j probatum ^. 
Why do the GoJs indulge our ftorc, 

But to fccure our reft ? 

Epilogue to Smith's Ph^kdra and HiPPOLTTUff 
Spoken by Mrs. Oldfield, who a6bd Ismena* 

T A D I £ S, to-night your pity I implors 
-^ For one, who never troubled you before t 
An Oxford-man, extremely read in Greek* 
Who from Euripides ma(kes Hiaedra fpeak i 
And comes to town to let us Moderns know^ 
How women lov'd two thoufand years ago. 

If that be all, faid I, e'en burn your play « 
Egad ! we know all that as well as they : 
Shew us the youthful^ handfome charioteer. 
Firm in his feat, and running his career ; 
Our fouls would kindle with as generous flames 
As e'er infpir'd the antient Grecian dames : 
Every Ifmena would rofign her bread j 
And every dear Hippolytus be bleil. 

But, as it is>.(iK flouncing Flanders marei 
Are e*en as good as any two of theirs: 
And, if Hippolytus can but contrive 
To buy the gilded chariot, John can drive. 

Now of the buRle you have feen to-day. 
And Pbxdn's morals in this {c\ioW% ^\v^v 
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Something at lead in juftice (bould be faid ; 
But this Hippolytus fo fills one's head- 
Well I Phaedra liv*d as chaflely as flie cou'd ; 
For ihe was Father Jove's own flcih and blood, 
^er auk ward love indeed was oddly fated; 
.She and her Poly were too near related % 
And yet that fcruple had been ]a d afidc. 
If honeft Thefcus had but fairly dy'd: 
But when he came, what needed he to know^ 
But ihat all matters ilood /tr/^tf quof 
There was no harm, you fee ; or, grant there wci 
She might want conduf^; but he wanted care. 
'Twas in a hufband little lefs than rude^ 
Upon his wife's retirement to intrude*- 
:He (hould have fent a night or two before. 
That he would come exa6i atfuch an hour ; 
Then he had turn'd all tragedy tojed; 
Found every thing contribute to his reft ; 
The picquet friend difTnifs'd, the coaft all clear. 
And fpoufe alone impatient for her dear. 

But, if thefe gay reflexions come too late. 
To keep the guilty Phaedra from her fate ; 
If yotir more ferious judgement mufl condemn 
The dire cfFefts of her unhappy flame : 
Yet, ye chade matrons, and ye tender fair. 
Let Love and ^Innocence engage your care : 
My fpotlefs flames to your prote£Uon take { 
And ijpare poor Phaedra for Ifmena's fake. 
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A CRITICAL MOMEN^. 

HO W capricious were Nature and Art to poor 
Nell! 
She was painting her cheeks at tlie time her.nofe felL 

Epilogue to Mrs. Manley^s Lucius* 

'THH E Female Author who recites to-day, 
"*• Trulls to her fex the merit of her play. 
Like Father Bayes fecurely Ihe (its down : 
Pit, box, and gallery, *gad ! all 's our own. 
In ancient Greece, fhe fays, when Sappho writ> 
By their applaufe the critics (hew'd their wit. 
They tun*d their voices to her Lyric firing j 
Though they could all do fomething more than fing. 
But one exception to this fa6l we find j 
That booby Phaon only was unkind. 
An ill-bred boat-man, rough as waves and wind. 
FromSappho down through all fucceeding ageS| 
And now on French or on Italian flages. 
Rough latyrs, fly remarks, ill-natur*d fpecchef, 
Are always aim'd at Poets that wear breeches. 
Arm'd with Longinus, or with Rapin, no man 
Drew a (harp pen upon a naked woman. 
The bluftcring bully in our neighbouring (Ireeti 
* Scorns to attack fhe female that he meets : 
'Pearlcfs the petticoat contemns his frowns t 
'SThe hoop fecures whatevti k l»xi.Qi<dx^ 
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JTlie mtny-colour'd gentry there above. 
By turns are. rul'd by tumult and by love : 
And, while their fweethearts their attention fix, 
Sufpend the din of their damn'd clattering, (ticks. 
Now, Sir s 

To you our author makes her foft requeft. 
Who fpeak the kinded, and who write the befl^ 
Your fympathetic hearts (he hopes to move. 
From tender friendfhip, and endearing ]ove. 
If Petrarch's Mufe did Laura's wit rehearfe i 
And Cowley flattered dear Orinda*s verfe ; 
She hopes from you — ^Pox take her hopes and fean I 
•I plead her fex*s claim ; what matters hers ? 
By our full power of beauty we think fit. 
To damn the Salique law imposed on wit : 
We *11 try the empire who fo long have boafled ; 
And, if we are not praised, we '11 not be toafVed* 
Approve what one of us prefents to-night ; 
Or every mortal woman here fliaU write : 
!Rural, ^hetic, narrative, fublime. 
We *11 write to you, and make you write in rhyme j 
Female remarks (hall take up all your time. 
Your time, poor fouls ! we *11 take your very money ; 
Female third-days (hall come fo thick upon you* 
As long as we have eyes, or hands, or breath, 
We '11 look, or write, or talk you all to death* 
Unlcfs you yield for better and for worfe : 
Then the She-Pegafus (hall gain the courfe ; 
.And the grey mare will pio\e the better horfe. 



*^ 
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The TIflEF aodthe CORDELIER, - 

a Ballad; to the Tune of, 
King John and the Abbot of Canter bur y. 

WHO has e'er been at Paris, muft needs know the 
Grcve, 
The fatal retreat of th' unfortunate brave ; 
Wlitre Honour and JufKc^ moft oddly contribute. 
To eafe Hero's pains by a halter and gibbet. '" 

Derry down, down, hey derry down^ 

There Death breaks the (hackles which Force had put on ; 
And the Hangman coropleats what the Judge but begun ^ 
There<tlie Squire of the Pad, and the Knight of the Poft, 
Find theit pains no more balk'd, and their hopes xm 
more crofl. 
Derry down, &c. 

Great clums are there .made, and great fecrets are known; 
And tlie king, and tbe Jaw, and the thief, has his own^ 
But my hearers cry out. What a duce doft thou ail \ 
Cut off thy reflections ; and give us tliy tale, 
Derry down, &c. 

•Twas there then, in civil refpeft to harih laws. 
And for want of falfe witnefs to back a bad caufe, 
A Norman, though late, was oblig'd to appear : 
And who to aflift, but a grave Cordelier \ 

Derry down, &c 
Vol. I. T ^^^ 
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The Squire^ whofe good grace was to open the fcene, 
Seem'd not in great hade that the fhow ihould begin : 
Now fitted the halter, vow tntvmM the cart ? 
And often took le«vc, but iva» lo|h to deput* 
Derry down, &c. 

What frightens you thusi^n^ good fon } fays the Pckfi } 
You murder'd, are forry, and have been confeft. 
O father I ray forrow will fcarce fave my Wcon s 
For 'twas not that I murdeir'd, but dvit I was taken. 
Deny down, &c 

Pough! pr'ythee ne'er trouble ' thy head with fuch 
fiuKks: 
Rely Ml tJM aid you iiaUluro from Sakt Franda i 
If the money you pronosld be brought to the ehsail^ 
Yon hanre only to die : Ui \ht choccU do thfr refL 
Derry down, &c 

And what will folks fay, if tliey fee you afraid ? 
It reflcfts upon me, as I knew not my trade : 
Courage, friend ; for to-day is your period of forrow; 
And things will go better, believe me, to*morn>w. 
Derry down, &c. 

To-morrow I our Hero replied in a friglit : 
He that 's hadg'd betbre iu)on, ought to think of to- 
night. 
Tell your beads, quoth thePrieft, and be fakly trufs'd up. 
For you furely to-nigl\t (hall in Paradife lup, 

jDerry down, &c. 
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Alas 1 quoth th^ Squire, howe'er fumptuous the treat, 
Parbleu 1 I fliall have little flomach to eat ; 
I fhould therefore efteem it f;reat favour and gracie. 
Would fOM be fo kind as to go in mf j^ee. 
Derry down, &c. 

That I would, q\K)th the Fatherland thax^ you to boot ; 
But our a£Uons, you know, wkh our duty muft fuiu 
The feaft I proposed to you, I cannot tafte ; 
For this night, by our orders is luarkM for a fafl. 
Derry down, &c 

Then, turning about to the hatagman, he faid, 
Difpatch me, I pr'ythec, this troublefome blade : 
For tliy cord and rtiy cord both equally tie ; 
And we live by the gold for Whidi other men die. 
Derry down, &c. 



T O G H L O E. 

TTT H I L S T I am fcorch'd with hot dcfir«^ 

^ ^ In vain cold fricndihip you return $ 
Your drops of pity on my iire, 
Alas ! but make it fiercer burn. ^ 

Ah I would you have the flame fupprcft. 

That kills the heart it heats too fad. 
Take half ray paffion to your breaft i 

The reft in mine (hail ever U(L 

T * ^^ 
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AN EPITAPH. 

" Stet quicunque volet pocens 

«« Aul« culminc lubrico, &c** Senic. 

TNTERR'D beneath this marble ftonc 
•■• Lie fauntering Jack and idle Joan. 
While rolling threcfcorc years and one 
Did round this globe their courfcs run j 
If human things went ill or well j 
If changing empires rofc or fell ; 
The morning pafl, the evening came^ 
And found this couple ftill the fame. 
They walk'd, and eat, good folks : what then ? 
Why then they walk'd and eat again : 
They found ly llept the night away : 
They did juft nothing all the day : 
And, having bury'd children four, 
Would not take pains to try for more : 
Nor filler either had nor brother ; 
They feem'd juft tally *d for each other. 

Their moral and oeconomy 
Mod pcrfeftly they made agree : 
Each virtue kept irs pro|>cr bound, 
Nor trcfpafs'd on the other's ground. 
Nor fame nor ccnfure they regarded : 
They neither punilhM nor rewarded. 
He car'd not what the footmen did : 
Her maids (he neither praisM nor chid : 
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So every fervant took hi? courfb ; 
And, bad at firft, they all grew worfc. 
Slothful diforder fill'd his ftable j 
And iliittiih plenty deck'd- her table. 
Their beer was ftrong ; their wine was port :• 
I'heir meal was large ; their grace was fhort. 
They gave the poor the remnant meat, 
Juft when it grew not fit to eat. 

They paid the church and parifli rate ; 
And took, hut read not, the receit : 
For which they claim their Sunday's due. 
Of flumbcring in an upper pew. 

No man's defe£ls fought they to know j 
So never made themfelves a foe. 
No man*s good deeds did they commend 5 
So never rais'd th cmfcl vey a friend. 
Nor cherifli'd they relations poor j 
That might decrcafe their prefent (lore t 
Nor barn nor houfe did they repair ; 
That might oblige their future heir. 

Th'ey neither added nor confounded j 
They neither wanted nor abounded. 
Each Chrillmas they accompts did clear, 
And wound their bottom round the year. 
Nor tear nor fmile did they employ 
At news of public grief or joy. 
When bells were rung, and bonfires mad© $ 
If afk'd, they ne'er denyU their aid-: 
Their jug was to the ringers cai vied;. 
Whoever cither died or married. 

T -> 'W^l>s. 
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Their billet at the fixe was fouacl % 
Whoever wa» depos'd or ciown'd» 

Nor good, nor bad, nor fods, nor wife^ 
They would noc learn, nor could ad?ile s 
Without love, hatred, joy, ot fear. 
They led-— a kind of— as it were : 
Kor wifli'd, nor car'd, nor laugh'd, nor cried : 
And fo they liv'd, and fo they died. 

Written in MONTAIGNE'S ESSAYS, 

Given to the Duke of Shrewsbury in France, 
after the Peace, 17 ij* 

"pvICTATE, O mighty Judge, what thoo haft feen 
"^'^ Of cities and of courts, of books and men ; 
And deign to let thy fervaat hold the pen. 

Through ages thus, I may prefume to live ; 
And from the tranfcript of thy profe receive 
What my own Ihort-liv'd verfc can never give* 

Thus fhall fair Britain with a gracious fmik 
Accept the work j and the inftru^ed ifle,. 
For more than treades made, Ihall blefs my tolL 

Nor longer hence the Gallic %le preferred, 
Wifdom in Engltih idiom ihall bei heard ; 
While Talbot tells the world, wlnere Montaigne eri'd. 



An 
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An EPISTLE, ddiriiig tb^ Qjeen^j Kaufe. 
Written at Par IS , 171 4. 
But left unfiiuihed^ bj the fudden Ncw« 
of faer Majesty's Deatb. 

nr^HE train of equipage and pomp of ftatc, 
•*- The Ihining fide-board, and the burnifh'd plate. 
Let other minifters, great Anne, require j 
And partial fall thy gift to their defire. 
To the fair portrsdt of my Sovereign Dame, 
To that alone^ eternal be my claim« 

My bright defender, and my dread delight; 
-If ever I found favour in thy fight ; 
If all the pains that for thy Britain's fake 
My pad has took, or future life may take, 
Be grateful to my Queen : permit my prayer. 
And witli this gift reward my tiotal care» 

Will thy indulgent hand, fair Saint, allow 
The boon ? and will thy car accept the vovr ? 
That, in defpite of age, of impious flame. 
And eating Time, thy pi6lure like thy fame 
Entiip may laft ; tliat, as tlieir eyes furvey 
The femblant (hade, men yet unborn may fay^, 
Thus great, thus gracious, look'd Britannia's Q^jusam i 
Her brow thus fmooth, her look was thus fercne i 
When to a low, but to a loyal hand 
The mighty Emprefs gave her high command, 
That he to hoftile camps and kings (hould ha((e, 
^T» f^cak her rengeance, as thtlt dasL^x, ^"i&i 

T 4 "^"^ 
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To fay, flic wills detefted wars to ccafe; 
She checks her conqueft, for her fubje£^s eafe ; 
And bids the world attend her terms of peace. 
Thee, gracious Anne, thee prefcnt I adore. 
Thee, Qjiecn of Peace — If Time and Fate have power 
Higher to raifc the glories of thy reign ; 
In words fublimer, and a nobler drain, 
May future bards the mighty theme rehearfe. 
Here, Statoi Jove, and Phoebus king of verfe^ 
The votive tablet I fufpcnd ♦ ♦ * » 



To the Right Honourable 
The Countess Dowager of DEVONSHIRE; 

On a Piece of WIESSEN'S, 
whereon were all her Grandsons painted. 

•TXT IKS SEN and Nature held a long conteft, 
^ ^ If She created, or He painted Uft i 
With plcallng thought the wondrous combat grew. 
She, ftill form'd fairer ; He, ftill liker drew. 
In thcTc fcvcn brethren, they contended laft, 

With art increas'd, their utraoft Ikill they tried. 
And, both well pleas'd they had themfelvcs furpafs'd, 

'The Gi>ddcfs triumph'd, and the Painter dy*d. 
That both, their (kill to this vaft height did raife. 
Be ours the wonder, and l)e yours the praife : 
For here, as in fomc glafs, is well dcfcry'd 
O/jiv^ you rfclf thus often multiply^. 
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When Heaven had You and gracious Anna * nade. 

What more exalted beauty could it add ? 

Having no nobler images in ftore, 

It but kept up to thefe, nor could do more 

Than copy well what it had firam'd before. 

If in dear Burghley's generQue face we fee 

Obliging truth and handfome honefty r 

With all that world of charms^ which foon will mort 

Reverence in men, and in the fair-ones love : 

His every grace, his fair dcfcent affures, 

He has his mother's beauty, fhe has yours : 

If every Cecil's face had every charm. 

That thought can fancy, or that Heaven can form j 

Their beauties all become your beauty's due, 

They are all fair, becaufe they *re all like you. 

If every Ca'ndilh great and charming look } 

From you that air, from you the charms they took* 

In their each limb, your image is expreftj 

But on their brow firm courage (lands confeft ; 

There, their great father, by a ftrong increafe, 

Adds fircngth to beauty, and com pleats the piece 

Thus flill your l)€auty, in your fons, we view, 

Wicllcn fevcn times, one great pcrfe£lion drew j 

Whoever fat, the pifture fiill is you. 

So when the parent- fun, with genial beams, 
Has animated many goodly gems. 
He fees himfclf improv'd, while every flonc, 
With a rcfcmbling light, rcfle61s a fun. 

• Eldcft daughter of the Countcfs, . 
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So wken grett Rhea mmof biiths htd girm^ 
Such as might gorcm cmk, and people honroi % 

Her glory grew difius'd^ aiid» fiilkr kaown> 
$he faw the Jkky in every £eD : 
And to what God foe'er men akan rais'd. 
Honouring the ofi&pring* they the mother prtb'd* 

In ihort-liv'd charms let others place their joya« 
"Which ikkneft hlaAf, and certatn age deftroyt :* 
Your Wronger beauty Time can ne'er deface, 
Tis flill renew'd, and ftamp'd in all your race* 

Ah ! WieiTen, had thy art been fo re6n'd» 
As with their beauty to have drawn their miiid : 
Through circling years thy labours would furvive. 
And living rale& to faired virtue give. 
To men unborn and ages yet to live : 
'T would (1:111 be wonderful, and (Ull be new, 
Againfl; what time, or fpite, or fate, could do^ 
Till thine confiis'd with Nature's pieces lie, 
And Caveodiih's name and Cecil's honour die. 



A FABLE, from PHiEDRUS. 
To the Author of the Medley, 1710. 

^ir^HE FoK an aflor's vizard found, 
"*- And peer'd, and felt, and turn'd it round : 
Then threw it in contempt away, 
And thus old Ph«drus heard him fay ; 
** What noble part canft thou fuftain, 
'* Thou fpcciQyL$ bead wid^^^ % Wc^ift^ . * 
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